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KE fan'd La Mancha”: Knight, who launce/1w- 
| hand | 
Mounthy his freed to free tb enchanted land, 


Our Quite bard ſets out a monſter taming, 
at 


Arm points, to fight that hydra —— GC. 
Aloft on Peg he fo... his pen, 
— hurls defidgce at the catiff t den: 

e firſt on fanc M giants ſpent his rage, 
But this —— Ran .wi i to engagy. 


Ae camo ah] wagied 1n be / 
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Moboje-magic hondage cob of 5 
Nor wiſhes freedom, tho\ghe ſpell 7 Froyfh 

To /ave our land from thiNnagiaga's charms, 
And reſcue maids and matroys fyom his arms, 
Our knight poetic come. A. 
This black enchanter”s wick 4 


His ſubtle poiſon dims the ig 
And at his touch each grafe and Kgauty dies. 
Love, gentlene/s, and jq to rage give way, 
And the ſeft dove becogtes @ bird Mey. 
May this our bold aqtbent'rer break the ſpell, 
And drive the damon to his native hell 


Ye flaves of paſſion, and ye dupes of « 

Wake all van, pow'rs from this deſtructi 

Shake off thf ſhackles of this tyrant vice: 
Hear otherf calls than thoſe of cards and dice 
8 Be learn il in nobler arts than arts of play, 

And othtr debts than thoſe of honour pay. 

No longer live in/en/ible to ſhame, 

Loſt i your country, families, and fame. 


AS 
Zould our this work achieve, 
Would there one honeft heart in Britain griew ? 
Th — the? wild, would not in vain be made, 
If ev'ry honefi hand would lend his aid. 
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ACT L | SCEN E, Beverley”: Lodgings. 


Enter Mrs. Begley and Charlotte. 


Mrs. Bev. DE comforted, my dear, all may be well 
yet. And now, methinks, the lodgings 
begin to look with another face. O ſiſter! ſiſter! if 
theſe were all my hardſhips; if all I had to complain 
of were no more than quitting my houſe, ſervants, 
equipage, and ſhow, your pity would be weakneſs. 
Char. Is poverty nothing, then ? | 
Mrs. Bev. Nothing in the world, if it affected only 
While we had a fortune, I was the happieſt of 


me. 
the rich ; and now *tis gone, give me bur a bare ſub- 


fiſtence, and my huſband*s ſmiles, and l'Il be the hap- 
pieſt of the poor. To me, now, theſe lodgings want 
nothing but their r. Whydo you look at me? 


Char. That | may my brother. 

Mrs. Bev. Don't talk fo, Charlotte. 

Char. Has he not undone you ?——O!h this perni- 
cious vice of gaming ! but methinks his uſual hours 
of four or five in the morning might have contented 
him; *twas miſery enough to wake for him till then. 
Need he have ſtaid out all 
+6& him ! 

Mrs. Bev. Not for the firſt fault. He never ſlept 
from me before. 

Czar. Slept from you! no, no, his nights have no- 

a 5 g thing 


night ? I ſhall learn to 8. Apoue- 
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T. 
thing to do with ſleep. How has this one vice driven 
him from every virtue! nay, from his affections, too 
he time ws, ſiſter —— | 

Mrs. Bev. And is. I have no fear of his affections. 
Would I knew that he were ſafe! * 

Char, From ruin and his companion But that's 
impoſſible. His poor little boy, too! What muſt be- 
come of him ? 

Mrs. Bev. Why, want ſhall teach him induſtry. 


From his father's miſtakes he ſhall learn prudence, 


and from his mother's reſignation, patience. Poverty 
has no ſuch terrors in it as you imagine. There's no 
condition of life, ſickneſs and pain excepted, where 
happineſs is excluded. The huſbandmanr who riſes 
early to his labour, enjoys more welcome reſt at night 
for t. His bread is ſweeter to him; his home hap- 
pier; his family dearer ; his enjoyments ſurer. T 
ſun that rouſes him in the morning, ſets in the — 
to releaſe him. All fituations have their comforts, 1 

ſweet contentment dwell in the heart. But my poor 


| Beverley has none. The thought of having ruin'd 


thoſe he loves, is miſery for ever to him. Would 1 
could eaſe his mind of that ! 

Char. If he alone were ruin'd, twere juſt he ſhould 
be puniſh'd. He is my brother, tis true; but when 
I think of what he has done; of the fortune you 
brought him; of his own large eſtate too, fquander'd 
away upon this vileſt of paſſions, and among the vile 
of wretches! QLI-havenoa-patiencet My own little 
fortune is untouch'd, he ſays. Would I were ſure 


onꝰ t. PA Drona tt A ob 
Mrs. Bev. And fo you may—*Gwoutd—bo-a fin to 


doubt it. 

Char. I will be ſure on't—'twas madneſs in me to 
give it to his management. But I] demand it from 
him this morning. I have a melancholy occaſion 
for't. 

Mrs. Bev. What occaſion ? 

Char. To ſupport a lifter. : 

Mrs. Bev. No, I have no need on't, Take it, and 

reward 
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reward a lover with it. The generous Lew/on deſerves 
much more. Why won't you make him happy ? 

Char. Becauſe my fiſter's miſerable. 

Mrs. Bev. You muſt not think ſo. I have my 
jewels left yet. Pl fell em to ſupply our wants; 
and when all's gone, theſe hands ſhall toil for our 
fupport. The poor ſhould be induſtrious— Why 
_ tears, Charlotte ? Y 

ar. They flow in pi you. 

Mrs. 1 All may ER yet. When he has no- 
thing to loſe, I ſhall fetter him ig theſe arms again; 
and then what is it to be ? | 

Char. Cure him of bois deſtructive paſſion, and 
my uncle's death may retrieve all 

Mrs. Bev. Ay; Charlette, could we cure him. But 
the diſeaſe of play admits no cure but poverty ; and 
the loſs of another fortune would but increaſe his 
ſhame and his affliction. Will Mr. Lez/oz call this 
morning? . 

Char. He ſaid fo laſt night. He gave me hiats, 
200, that he had ſuſpicions of our friend Sculely. 

Mrs. Bev. Not of treachery to my huſband ? That 
he loves play, I know; but ſurely he's honeſt. 

Char. He would fain be thought fo; therefore I 
doubt him. Honeſty needs no pains to ſet itſelf off. 

; Emer Lucy. 

Mrs. Bev. What now, Lacy ? | 

Lucy. Your old ſteward, madam. I had not the 
heart to deny him admittance, the good old man 
begg'd ſo hard for't.. | [Exit Lucy. 

Enter Jarvis. 

Mrs. Bev. Is this well, Jarvis ? I deſired you to 
avoid me. | 
Jar. Did you, madam? I am an old man, and 
had forgot. Perhaps, too, you forbad my tears: 
but I am old, madam, and age will be forgetful, 

Mrs. Bev. The faithful creature ! how he moves 
me! | [To Char. 
Char. Not to have ſeen him had been cruelty. 

Far. I have forgot theſe 1 I remem- 

4 ber 
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ber none ſuch in my young maſter's houſe; and yet I 
have lived in it theſe five-and-twenty years. His good 
father would not have diſmiſs'd me. 

Mrs. Bev. He had no reaſon, Jarvis. 

Far. I was faithful to him while he lived, and when 
he died, he bequeath'd me to his ſon. I have been 
faithful to him, too. 

Mrs. Bev. I know it, I know it, Farvis. 

Char. We both know it. 

Jar. I am an old man, madam, and have not a 
long time to live. I aſk'd but to have died with him, 
and he diſmiſs'd me. 

Mrs. Bev. Pr'ythee no more of this ! *twas his po- 
verty that diſmiſs'd you. 

Jar. Is he indeed fo poor, then?—Oh! he was the 
joy of my old heart But muſt his creditors have 
all?— And have they fold his houſe, too? his father 
built it when he was but a prating boy. The times 
that I have carried him in theſe arms! And Farris, 
ſays he, when a beggar has aſk'd charity of me, why 
ſhould people be poor? You ſhan*t be poor, Jarvis; 
if I was a king, nobody ſhould be poor. Yet he is 
— And then he was ſo brave!—O he was a 

ave little boy! and yet ſo merciful, he'd not have 
kill'd the Fnat that ſtung him. 

Mrs. Bev. Speak to him, Charlotte, for I cannot. 

* Char. When I have wiped my eyes.” 

"Far. 1 have a little money, madam ; it might 
have been more, but I have loved the poor. All 
that 1 have is yours. 

Mrs. Bev. No, Jarvis, we have enough yet. I 
thank you, though, and will deſerve your goodneſs. 

Far. But ſhall I ſee my maſter? and will he let me 
attend him in his diſtreſſes? I'll be no expence to 
him; and *twill kill me to be refuſed. Where is he, 
madam ? 

Mrs. Bev. Not at home, Jarvis. You ſhall ſee 
him another time. 

Char. To-morrow, or the next day—O Jarvis“ 
What a change is here ! 


., #1. 
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Far. A 2 indeed, madam! my old heart 

akes at it. And yet, methiaks —= But here's ſome- 

body coming. ' 
Enter Lucy with Stukely. 

Lucy. Mr. Stukely, madam. [ Exit, 

Stu. Good morning to you, ladies. Mr. Jarvis, 
your ſervant. Where's my friend, madam ? 

[Te Mrs. Bev. 

Mrs. Bev. I ſhould have aſk'd that queſtion of you, 
Have, you ſeen him to-day ? 

Stu. No, madam. 

Char. Nor laſt mi ht? " , 

Seu. Laſt night! did he not come home then 

Mrs. Bev. No. Were you noMogerher ? 

Str. At the beginning of the evening; but not 
ſince. Where can he have ſtaid ? 

Char. You call yourſelf his friend, ſir; why do 
you encourage him in this madneſs of gaming ? 

Stu. You have aſk'd me that queſtion before, ma- 
dam; and I told you my concern was that I could not 
ſave him. Mr. Fererley is a man, madam ; and if 
the moſt friendly entreaties have no effect upon him, 
I have no other means. My purſe has been his, even 
to the injury of my fortune. If that has been en- 
couragement, I deferve cenſure; but I meant it to 
retrieve him. | 

Mrs. Bev. I don't doubt it, fir; and I thank you. 
—}But where did you leave him laſt night? 

Stu. At Wilſon's, madam, if I ought to tell ; in 
company I did not like. Poſſibly he may be there 
fill. Mr. Jarvis knows the houſe, I believe. 

Jar. Shall I go, madam ? 

Mrs. Bev. No, he may take it ill. — 

Char. He may go as from himſelf. 

Stu. And, if he pleaſes, madam, without naming 
me. I am faulty myſelf, and ſhould conceal be er- 
rors of a friend. But I can refuſe nothing here. 

[ Bowing to the Ladies. 

Far. I would fain ſee him, methinks, | 

Mrs. Bev. Do fo, then. But take care how you 
upbraid him. 1 have never upbraided him, 

. A 5 Jar. 
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Jar. Would I could bring him comfort. 

[ Exit Jarvis, 

Sau. Don't be too much alarm'd, madam. Al 
men have their errors, and their times of ſecing m. 
Perhaps my friend's time is not come yet. But he has 
an uncle; and old men don't live for ever. You 
ſhould look forward, madam; we are taught how to 
value a ſeeoud fortune by the loſs of a firſt. 

[ Knocking at the door. 

Mrs. Bev. Hark !—-No—that knocking was too 
rude for Mr. Beverley. Pray heaven herbe well! 

Stu. Never doubt it, madam. You ſhali be well 
too—Every thing ſhal: be well. [ Knocking again. 

Mrs. Bev. The knocking is a little loud tho 
Whojwaits there? Will none u anſwer ? None 
of you, did I fay ?— Alas? What was I thinking 
of !—I had forgot myſelf? 

Char, PII go, filter — But don't be alarm'd fo. 

Exit. 

Stu. What extraordinary accident have you 1 ſear, 
madam? 

Mrs. Bev. I beg your pardon; but *tis ever zhus 
with me in Mr. Beverley's abſence. No one knocks 
at the door, but I fancy it is a meſſenger of ill-news. 

Stn. You are too fearful, madam ; twas but one 
night of abſence; and if ill thoughts intrude (as 
love is always doyþtful) think of your worth and 
beauty, and drive from your breaſt. 

Mrs. Dev. What thoughts? I have no thoughts 
that wrong my huſband. 

Stu. Such thoughts, indeed would wrong him. The 
world is full of ſlander ; and every wretch that knows 
himſelf unjuſt, charges his neighbour with like paſ- 
ſions, and by the general frailty hides his own—If 
you are wiſe, and would be happyzturn a deaf ear to 
ſuch reports. Tis ruin to believe Fm. 

Mrs. Bev. Ay, worſe than ruin, Twould be to 
ſin againſt conviction. Why was it mention'd ? 

S'. To guard you againſt rumour. The ſport of 
half mankind is miſchief; and for a fingle 2 
ey 
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they make, men devils, If their tales reach you, 
diſbelieve m. 

Mrs. Bev. What tales? by whom? why told? IL 
have heard nothing—or if I had, with all his errors, 
my Peverley's firm faith admits no doubt—It is my 
fafety, my ſeat of reſt and joy, while the ſtorm 
threatens round me. PII not forſake it.. 8 
fighs and looks down.) Why turn you, fir, away? 
why that figh ? 

Stu. I was attentive, madam ; and fighs will come 
we know not why.. Perhaps I have been too buſy— 
If it ſhould ſeem ſo, impute my zeal to friendſhip, 
that meant to guard you againſt evil tongues. Your 
Beverley is wrong'd, flander'd moſt vilely—My life 
upon his truth. 

Mrs. Bev. And mine too. Who is't that doubts. 
it? But no matter ——1 am preparfd, fir—Yet wh 
this caution?—You are my huſband's friend; I think 
you mine too; the common friend of both. [Paget] 
I had been unconcern'd elſe. | 

Stu. Boer Heoaverte—falee, magam, be fo ſtill LAI 
meant to guard you againſt ſuſpicion, not to alarm it. 

Mrs. Bev. Nor have you, fir. Who told you of 
ſuſpicion ? I have a heart it cannot reach. 

tu. Then I am happy ——1 would ſay more—but 
am prevented.. | 
Enter Charlotte. 
Mrs. Der. Who was it, Charlotte? 
Char. What a heart has that Jarvis /—A creditor,. 
„üſter. But the good old man has taken him away— 
Don't diftreſs his wife! don't diſtreſs his ſiſter “ L 
could hear him ſay.” Tis cruel to diftreis the afflicted. 
— And when he ſaw me at the door, he begg'd 
pardon that his friend had knock'd fo loud. 

Str. | wiſh I had known of this. Was it a large 
demand, madam ? 

Char. I heard not that; but vifits ſuch as theſe, we 
muſt expect often- Why ſo dittrefs'd, fiſter ?. this is 
no new affliction. ; | 

Mrs. Bev. No, Charlotte, but I am faint with watch- 
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ing—quite ſunk and ſpiritleſs— Will you excuſemg, 
fir? I'll to my chamber, and try to reſt a little. 

Stu. Good thoughts go with you, madam. 

| Ex. Mrs. Bev. 
My bait is taken then. | 4£de.] Poor Mrs. Beverley! 
how my heart grieves to ſee her thus! 

Char, Cure her, and be a friend then, 

Stu, How cure her, madam ? 

Char. Reclaim my brother. | 

Stu. Ay, give him a new creation; or breathe ano- 
ther ſoul into him. I'll think on't, madam. Ad- 
vice, I ſee, is thankleſs. 

Char. Uſeleſs 1 am ſure it is, if, thro* miſtaken 
friendſhip, or other motives, you feed his paſſion 
with your purſe, and ſoothe it by example. Phyſi- 
cians, to cure fevers, keep from the patient's thirſty lip 
the cup that would inflame him ; you give it to his 
hands — (a Knnxcking) Hark, Sir, theſe are my bro- 
ther's deſperate ſymptoms—— Another creditor. 

Stu. One not ſo eafily got rid of- What, Lew/on / 

Enter Lewſon. 

Leu. Madam, your ſervant—Your's, fir. I was 
enquiring for you at your lodgings. 

Stu. This morning? you had buſineſs then? 

Lew. You'll call it by another name, perhaps. 
Where's Mr. Beverley, madam ? 

Char. We have ſent to enquire for him. 

Lew. Is he abroad then ? he did not uſe to go out 
ſo early. 

Char. No; nor to ſtay out ſo late. 

Lew. ls that the caſe? | am forry for it. But 
Mr. Stukely, perhaps, may dire& you to him. 

Stu. | have already, fir.—But what was your bu- 
fineſs with me? 

Lew. To congratulate you upon your late ſuc- 
ceſſes at play. Poor Becerley! but you are his friend, 
and there's a comfort in having ſucceſsful friends. 

Stu. And what am I to underſtand by this ? 

Lau. That Beverlez's a poor man, with a rich 
fricaad—That's all, : 

Sta. 


— 


THE GAMESTER. 13 


Stu. Your words would mean ſomething, I ſup- 

ſe. Another time, fir, I ſhall defire an explanation. 

Lew. And why not now? I am no dealer in long 
ſentences. A minute or two will do for me. 

Stu. But not fer me, fir. I am flow of apprehen- 
fion, and muſt have time and privacy. A lady's pre- 
ſence engages my attention—Another morning 4 may 
be found at home. | 

Lew. Another morning then I'll wait upon you. 

Stu. 1 ſhall expect you, fir. Madam, your 1 

Char. What mean you by this? 

Lew. To hint to him that I know him. 

N Char. How know him ? mere doubt and ſuppoſi- 
tion ! 

Lew. I ſhall have proof ſoon. | 

Char. And what then? would you riſk your life 
to be his puniſher ? 

Lew. My life, madam! don't be afraid. And yet 
I am happy in your concern for me. fut let, it con- 
tent you that | know this Szukely—'T would be as eaſy 
to make him honeſt as brave. 5 

Char. And what do you intend to do? f 

Lew. Nothing, till I have proof. Yet my ſuſpi- 
cions are well grounded—— but methinks, madam, 
I am acting here without authority. Could 1 have 
leave to call Mr. Beverley brother, his concerns would 
be my own. Why will you make my ſervices appear 
offici'ous ? 

Char. You know my reaſons, and ſhould not preſs 
me. But I am cold, you ſay; and cold I will be, 
while a poor fiſte!'s deſtirute My heart bleeds 
for her! and till I ſee her ſorrows moderated, love 
has no joys for me. 

Lew. Can I be leſs a friend by being a brother? I 
would not ſay an unkind thing but the pillar of 
your houſe is ſhaken, Prop it with another, and it 
mall ſtand firm again——You muſt comply. 

Char. And will—when I have peace within myſelf. 
But let us change the ſubjet— Your buſineſs here this 

morning 
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morning is with my fiſter. Misfortunes too hard 

upon her: Yet till to-day ſhe has borne Em nobly. 
Lew. Where is ſhe? 

— Gone to her chamber —— Her ſpirits fail'd 

Lew. I hear her coming—Let what has paſs'd with 


Stukely be a ſecret—She has already too much to 


trouble her. 
Enter Mrs. * 
Mrs. Bev. Good morning, fir; I heard your voice, 
and, as I thought, enquiring for me—— here's Mr. 


Stukely, Charlotte ? 
Char. This moment You have been in 


tears, ſiſter; but here's a friend ſhall comfort you. 


Lew. Or, if I add to your diſtreſſes, Ill beg your 


pardon, madam. The fale of your houſe and fur- 
niture was finiſh'd 7. 

Mrs. Sev. I know it, fir. I know too your gene- 
rous reaſon for putting me in mind of it. But you 
have obligdd me too much already. 

1 hefe are trifles, madam, which I know you 
have ſet a value on ; thoſe I have purchaſed, and will 
deliver. I have a friend too that efteems you— He has 
bought largely; and. will call — his, till he 

you. If a viſit to him would not be pain- 
ful, he has begg'd it may be this morning. 
Mrs. Pev. Not painful in the leaft.. My pain is from 
the kindneſs of my friends. Why am I to be obliged 
beyond the power of return ? 

Lew. You ſhall repay us at your own time. I have 
a coach waiting at the door— Shall. we have your com- 
pany, madam ? [To Char. 

Char. No. My brother may return ſoon; I'll ſtay 
and receive him. 

Mrs. Bev. He may want a comforter, perhaps. 
But don't upbraid him, Charlztre.. We ſhan't be 
abſent long— Come, fir, fince I muſt be fo 3 

Lew. Tis I that am obliged. An hour or lefs will 
be ſufficient for us. We ſhall find you at home, ma- 
dam ? [Te Char, and exit with Mrs. Bev. 
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Scene IC 


Char. Certainly. I have but little inclinatien to 


appear abroad—O! this brother ! this brother! to 
what wretchedneſs has he reduced ns! [ Exit. 


SCENE, cageazza Stukely's Lodgings. 
Enter Stukely. 


du. That Lew ſuſpects me, tis too plain. Yet 
why ſhould he fu) 


ſpet me? I a the friend of 
Beverley as much od, 


fol am; thanks to another's folly and my own wiſdom.. 
To what uſe is wiſdom, but to take advantage of the 
weak? This Beverley's my fool; 1 cheat him, and he 
calls me friend—— But — bufinefs muſt be done 
yet. His wife's jewels are unſold; fo is the rever- 
fion of his uacle's eſtate. I muſt have theſe too 
And then there's a treaſure above all“ love his 
wife— Before ſhe knew this BererleyT loved her; but, 
like a cringing fool, bow'd at a diſtance, while he 
ſept in and won her — Never;—noverwittiforgine 
rein My pride, as well as love, is wounded by 
this conqueſt. Thoſe hints, 
this morning, were well thrown in—— Already they 
have faſten'd on her. If jealouſy ſhould weaken her 
affections. want may corrupt her virtue—My heart 
rejoices in the hope — Theſe jewels may do much. He 
ſhall mp age her ; which, when mine, ſhall be 
converted to ſpecial purpoſes What now, Bates? 
Enter Bates. 

Bates. Is it a wonder, then, to ſee me? The forces 
are all in readineſs, and only wait for orders. Where's 
Beverley ? 

Stu. ” As laſt-night's rendezvous, waiting for me, 
Is Dawſex with you? 

Bates. Dreſs'd like a nobleman ; with money in his 
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he. - But J am rich, it ſeems—and — 


pocket, and a ſet of dice that mall deceive the Br > ov 


Stu. That fellow has a head to undo a nation. But 
cr the reſt, they are ſuch low-manner'd, yI-looking 
dogs, I wonder Beverley bas not ſuſpected 
es. No matter for manners and looks, Do you 


ſupply 


CY 
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ſopply Am with money, and they are gentlemen by 
ofeſſion — The paſſion of gaming caſts ſuch a miit be. 
Fore the eyes, that the nobleman ſhall be ſurrounded 


wit}. ſharpers, and imagine himſelf in the beſt of com- 


n * 
8 There's that Villiamt, too—It was he, I ſup- 
poſe, that call'd at Beverley's with the note this 
morning. What directions did you give him? 

Bates. To knock loud, and be clamorous. Did 
not vou ſee him? 

Stu. No. The fool ſneak'd off with Jarvis. Had 
he anpear'd/within doors, as directed, the note had 
been difchargfd. I waited there on purpoſe. I want 
the women to think well of me; for Lew/on's grown 
fuſpicious ; he told me fo himſelf. 

Bates. What anſwer did you make him ? 

Stu. A ſhort one — That I would ſee him ſoon, for 
fartner « xplanation. 

Bates, We muſt take care of him. But what have 
we to do with Beverley? Dau ſon and the reſt age won- 


dering at you. 
Am wonder. I have defigns above 


Stu. Why let 
their narrow reach. They ſee me lend him money; 
and they ſtare at me. But they are fools. I want him 
to believe me beggar'd by him. 

Bates. And what then? | 

Stu. Ay, there's the queſtion ; but no matter. At 
night you may know more. He waits for me at Vil- 
fon's. I told the women where to find him. 

Bates. To what purpoſe? | 

Stu. To fave ſuſpicion, It look'd friendly ; and 
they thank'd me. Old Jarvis was diſpatch'd to him. 

Bates. And may entreat him home. 

Stu. No; he expects money from me; but I'll have 
none. His wife's jewels muit go—Women are eaſy 
8 and refuſe nothing where they love — 
Follow, o Wiljſen's ; but be ſure he ſees you not. You 
are a man of character, you know ; of prudence and 
diſcretion. Wait for me in an outer room ; I ſhall 


have buſineſs for you preſently, Come, fir— 
Let 


ty 
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Let drudging fools by honeſty grow great: . | 
The ſhorter road te riches is deceit. [Exeunt. 


c— 
3 


— 


4A r 


ce, See. 


Beverley 7s diſcovered fitting. 
Bev. HY, what a world is this! 'The flave that 
digs for gold receives his daily pittance, 
and ſleeps contented ; while thoſe, for whom he la- 
bours, convert their good to miſchief, making abun- 


S CEN. E, a — Heuſe, with a Table, Box, 


dance the means of want. O ſhame! ſhame! ad 
— but 4 little, that little had bee till 


my own. But plenty leads to waſte; and ſhallow 
ſtreams maintain their currents, while ſwelling rivers 


beat down their banks, and leave their channels empty. 


What had I to do with play? I wanted nothing. My 
wiſhes and my means were equal. The poor follow'd 
me with bleſſings: love ſcatter'd roſes on my pillow, 
and morning wakid me to delight O bitter 


thought! that leads to what I was, by what I am 


I would forget both— Who's there ? 

Wait. A gentleman, fir, enquires for you. 

Ber, He might have uſed leſs ceremony. Stukely, 
I ſuppoſe ? 

Wait. No, fir, a ſtranger. 

Bev, Well, ſhew him in. Exit Waiter, 
A meſlenger from Stakely, then! from him that has 
undone me!—Yet all in friendſhip, and now he 
lends me from his little, to bring back fortune to me. 

Enter Jarvis. | 
is! Why this intrufion ?!——Your abſence had 
kinder. | 
Far. | came in duty, fir, if it be troubleſome —— 


Ber. It is—T wouid be private——hid even from 


myſelf, Who ſent you hither ? 7 
ares 


* 
Ck 
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Jar. One that would nade you home again. 
My miftreſs is not well; not hey 
a as Go with oy oy OT 1 

weep? I am to blame to let her weep.“ 

be gone: I have no buſineſs for thee. 
Jar. Yes, fir; to lead you from this place. I am 
your ſervant ſtill. Your proſperous fortune bleſs'd my 
old age. If that has left you, 1 muſt not leave you. 

Bey. Not leave me! Recal paſt time then; or 
through this ſea of ftorms and darkneſs ſhew me a 
ftar to guide me But what canſt thou? 

Jar. The little that I can, 1 will. You have been. 
generous to me—I would not offend you, fir, —but— 

Bev. No. Think't thou I'd rum thee, too? I 
have enough of ſhame already—My wife! My wife! 
Would? thou believe it, Jarvis? 6 een her 
all this long night——1, who have loved her ſo, that 
every hour of a ſeem' d as a gap in life. But 
other bonds have held me——O! 1 have phys the 
boy ! dropping py counters in the ſtream, and reach- 
ing to redeem A2. have loſt myſelf. Why wilt 
thou follow miſery? Or, if thou wilt, go to thy miſ-. 
* treſs. She has no guilt to ſting her, and therefore- 
may be comforted.” 

Jar. For pity's ſake, fir I have no heart tos 
fee this change, 

Bev. Nor I to bear i How ſpeaks the world of 
me, Jarvis ? 


Jar. As of a good man dead. Of ene who walk- 
2 down a precipice. The world is 
- you. 


Ay, and pities me. Say is it not ſo? But E 
was born to 8 thee what it ſays. It. 
calls me villain ; a s huſband; a cruel fa- 
ther; a falſe brother; one loſt to nature and her cha- 
rities. Or, to ſay all in one ſhort word, it calls me 
Gameſter. Go to thy miſtreſs —T'l1 ſee her preſently. 
Jar. And why not now? Rude people preſs upon 
ber; loud, bawling creditors ; wretches who know no 
pityal met one at the door; he would have ſeen my 
® miſtreſs. 
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miſtreſs. I wanted means of preſent payment, ſo pro- 
miſed it to-morrow. But others may be prefling ; 


and ſhe has grief enough already. Your 
hangs too heavy on her. 


Dev. Tell her Ill come, then. I have a moment's 


bufineſs. But what haſt thou to do with my diſtreſſes ? 
Thy honeſty has left thee poor; and age wants com- 
fort. Keep what thou haſt * for cordials ;” leſt between 
thee and the grave miſery ſteal in. I have a friend 
ſhall counſel me—T his is that friend. 
Eater Stukely. | 
Stu. How fares it, Beverley ? Honeſt Mr. Jarvis, 
well met; I hoped to find you here. That viper i- 
liams! Was it not he that troubled you this morning? 
Jar. My miftreſs heard him then -l am forry 
W ſhe — bim. RG 
. An aruvis I t. 
Sen. That — * Tell Nm 1/1 ſatisfy him: 
2 Will you, fir? Heaven will reward you for't. 


it ability like will, would more balance 
wenge of fortune. | 
Sen. You think too kindly of me—Make haſte to 
Williams ; his clamours may be rude clſe. [Te Jar. 
Jar. And my maſter will go home again —Alas ! 
fir, we know of hearts there breaking for his abſence. 


[ Exit. 
Bev. Would I were dead! 
Sts. © Or turn'd hermit; counting a ftring of beads 


« r ng 
. A Ha! ha! ha!—Prythes 


be a man, 
Fortune may be ours again; at leaſt we'll try for c- 
Bev. No; it has fool'd us on too far. 

Stu. Ay, ruin'd us; and therefore we'll fit down 
contented, Theſe are the deſpondings of men with- 
out money; but let the ſhining ore chink in the 
pocket, and folly turns to wiſdom. We-are-ſorrmunes 
— — 


Frag ho 7 ˖—§— — Dor tr 


Generous Stzhely! Friendſhip like yours, had , 
ly p like y - . 
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— | 
Fe v. Is this a time for levity ? But you are fingle 
in the ruin, and therefore may talk lightly of it. 


With me 'tis complicated miſery. 
1 hot plyped cheſs 


Stu. You cenſure me unj 
ſpirits to cheer my friend. 
a comforter, 3 | 

_ 1 misfortune ? 8 

tu. I would have brought money; but len 
want ſecurities. What's to 22 All that was 
mine is yours already. 

Bev. And there's the double weight that finks me. 
I have undone my friend, too; one, who to ſave a 
drowning wretch, reach'd out his hand, and periſh'd 
with him. 

Stu. Have better thoughts. 

Bev. Whence are they to proceed ? I have nothing 


t. a 

Stu. [ Sighing.] Then we're indeed undone, What 
nothing? No moveables? Nor uſeleſs trinkets > 
Bawbles lock'd up in caſkets to ftarve their owners ? 


l have ventured deeply for you. | 

Rev. Therefore this heart-ake ; for I am loſt be- 
yond all hope. 

Sta. No; means may be found to ſave us. Jarvis 
is rich. Who made him ſo? I his is no time for cere- 
mony. | 

Ber. And is it for diſhoneſty ? The good old man ! 
Shall { rob him too? My friend would grieve for't. 
No; let the little that he has, buy food and clothing 
— ge 

Stu. ing, then. Going — 

Seu. So haſty Wiy then good morning. 

Stu. And when we meet again, upbraid me. Say 
it was I that remyned you. Teil Lewſen ſo; and tell 
him I have wrong'd you—te has ſuſpicions of me, 
and will thank you. | 

Bev, No; we bave been companions in a raſh 
voyage, and the ſame ftorm has wreck'd us both. 
Mine ſhall be ſeli- upbraidings. 


Stu. 
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Seu. And will feed us? You deal unkind 
me. I have fold 820 borrow'd for you, — fn 


or credit lafted ; and now, when fortune ſhould be tried, 
and my heart whiſpers me ſucceſs, I am deſerted ; 
turn'd loſe to beggary, while you have hoards. 
Bev. What hoards? Name em, and take em. 
Sen. Jewels. 
Bev. And ſhall this thriftleſs hand ſeize them too ? 


My poor, poor wife! Muſt the loſe all? I would not 
wound her ſo. 


Stz. Nor I, but ty. One effort more, 
and forrene may I have unuſual hopes. 
Bev. Think of ſome other „ then. 


Stu. I have; and you rejected "mn, 

Bev. Pr'ythee let me be a man. | 

Stu. Ay, and your friend a poor one. But I have 
done. Ang for theſe trinkets of a woman, why, let 
her keep Em to deck out ide with, and a 
2 world that ſhe has finery to ſtarve in. 

o; ſhe ſhall yield up all. My friend de- 
mands it. But need he have tulk'd lightly of her? 
The jewels that ſhe values are truth and innocence 
Ae e will adorn her ever; and for the reſt, ſhe wore 

m for a huſband's pride, and to his wants will give 
Mem. Alas! you know her not. Where ſhall we 


meet? | | 

Stu. No matter. I havechangyd my mind. Leave 
me to a priſon : tis the reward of friendſhip. 

Bev. Perith mankind trite —Leave/£t to a priſon ! 
No! fallen as you ſee me, I'm not that wretch. Nor 
would I change this heart, o'ercharged as tis with 
folly and misfortune, for one moſt prudent and moſt 
happy, if callous to a friend's di 

Stu. You are too warm. 


Bev. In ſuch a cauſe, not to be warm is to be fro- 


zen. Farewel, I'll meet you at your lodgings. 
Sta. Reflect a little. The jewels may be loſt. Bet- 


ter not hazard Tm—1 was too prefling. 
Bev. And T ungrateful. Reflection takes up time. 

I have no leiſure for t. Within an hour W 
| | Xit, 
| Stu. 
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Ser. The thoughtlefs, ſhallow prodigal! We ſhall! 
have ſport at ni I _—_—— he jewels are 
not ours yet may — The huſ- 
band may relent, too— Tis more than probable —— 
I'll write a note to eri, and the contents ſhall 
ſpur him to demand m— But am I grown this 

thro' avarice? No; I have warmer motives, 
love and revenge Rui huſband, and the wife's 
virtue may be bid for. ¶Tis of uncertain value 
* finks or riſes in the purthaſe, as want 
or paſſion T he po 


ive it for oat 
t of honour 
Why, let 


tk girls 
wives, Who! 


= o 


Look to your men, Bates; there's money ſtirring, 
13 to-night upon this ſpot. Haſten and tell 
Arm ſo. Beverley calls upon me at my lodgings, and 
we return together. Haſten, I fay, the rogues will 
ſcatter elſe. 

Bates. Not till their leader ids . 

Seu. Come on, then, Give 4 the word, and fol- 
low me ; I muſt adviſe with you———T his is a day of 
buſineſs. Tr  [Excunt. 


s ENB Beverley's Lodgings. 
Enter Beverley and Charlotte. 


Char. Your looks are changgd, too; there's wild- 
neſs in Am. My wretched fifter | How will it grieve 
her to ſee you thus! 

Bev. No, no-— a little reſt will eaſe me. And 
for your Lew/ox's kindneſs to her, it has my thanks; 
J have no more to give him. | 

Cher. Yes; a ſiſter and her fortune. I trifle with 
him, and he complains —— My looks, he ſays, are 
cold upon him. He thinks too | 

Bev. That I have loft your fortune— He dares not 
think ſo, | | 
x Char. 
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Sc. Tr. 
Char. Nor does ktem—You are too quick quick at gueſ- 
fing. He cares not if you had. That care is mine 


I lent it you to huſband, and now I claim it. 


Bev. You e ſuſpicions, then? 
Char. Cure em, and give it me. 
Bev. To a fiſter's Chiding, 


Char. To vindicate her brother. 


Bev. How if he needs no vindication 


Char. I would fain hope 

Bev Ay, would and cannot. Leave it to time, 
then; twill ſatisfy all doubts. 

Char. Mine are already fatisfied. 

Bev. 'Tis well. And os ſubject is renew'd, 
K and I will anſwer like a F 


Char. To tell me I'm a beggar. —Why, tell it now. "1 
I chat can hear the ruin "of dearer to me, the 
ruin of a fiſter and her infant, can bear that too. 

Bev. No more of this — you wring my heart. | 

Char. Would that the miſery were all your own ! | ( 


But innocence muſt ſuffer—[Jpthinking rioter ! whoſe ' 1 
— — — thew, and ov fe | 
PF — his days "with bleſſin gf I LEE 2 (. 


be MIA rt 
Bev. Forbear, I ſay; reproaches come too : . | 
they ſearch, but cure not: and for the fortune you << l * | 


e © 


demand, we'll talk to-morrow on't; our tempers ( ? 
may be milder. A Bs. A 
Char. Or, if tis gone, why farewel all. Iclaim'd . 4 . 


it for a — 2. holds my heart is her's; —— 
© every pang ls tears it in pieces,'—But I'll ap- > 8 
1 What Heaven“ permits, r . 


y ordain; t that , - a. 


the huſband ! ther ! ſhould inſtru. - | 
ment of EY 6 Frievous ITIY — = 
Bev. If you're my filter, ſpate, the ao i 


— it wounds too d ly. To-morrow ſhall clear 1 
4. known, it may be better 


than your fears. Comfort my wife; and for the F 
pains of abſence, Ill make kr. The world 1 
may yet go well with us. _ | | 

| ar. | 


all; and when the 


| brace l bury and forget 
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Char. See where ſhe comes Look cheerfully 
upon her—— Affections ſuch as her's are prying, and 
lend thoſe eyes that read the foul. 

Enter Mrs. Beverley and Lewſon. 

Mrs. Bev. My life! 

Bev. My love! how fares it? I have been a truant 
huſband. 
Mrs. Bev. But we meet now, and that heals all 
Doubts and alarms I havg had; but in this dear em- 
—My friend here {point- 
ing to Lewſon) has been indeed a friend. Charlotte, 
*tis you muſt thank him: your brother's thanks and 

mine are of too little value. 

Bev. Yet what we have we'll pay. I thank you, 
fir, and am obliged. I would ſay more, but that 

ur goodneſs to the wife 4 the huſband's fol. 
bes. Had I been wiſe, had not treſpaſs'd on 
your bounty. | 

Lew. Nor has ſhe treſpaſs'd. The little I have 
done, acceptance overpay*, 

Char. So friendſhip thinks 


Mrs. And doubles obligations by ſtriving to 
conceal We'll talk another time on't, 


You are too thoughtful, love. 

Bev. No, I have reaſon for theſe thoughts. 

Char. And hatred for the cauſe — Would you 
had that, too! 

Bev. | have — The cauſe was avarice, 

Char. And who the tempter ? 

Bev. A ruin'd friend ——ruin'd by too much kind. 
neſs. 

Lew. Ay, worſe than ruin'd ; ftabb'd in his fame, 
mortally ſtabb'd—Riches can't cure him. 

Bev. Or if they could, thoſe 1 have drain'd him of. 
Something of this he hinted in the morning That 
Lew/on had ſuſpicions of him — Why theſe ſuſ poo} 

Angrily. 

Lew. At ſchool we knew this Stulely. a 
plodding boy he was, ſordid and cruel, flow at his 
taſk, but quick at ſhifts and tricking, He ſchemed 

out 
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out miſchief, that others might be puniſh'd; and 
would tell his tale with fo — art, that for the laſh 


he merited, rewards and praiſe were given him. She -5< 


Till then be warned 


lay him open to you 
know him, and therefore ſhun him. 


Bev. As I would thoſe that wrong him You I ag. ] 
are too buſy, fir. REY * x 

Mrs. Bev. No, not too buſy —— Miſtaken, per rug, 
That had been milder. : W A. . 5 


Lew. No matter, madam. I can bear this, and 
— the heart that prompts it—Pity ſuch friendſhip 
ould be fo placed! 


Bev. Again, fir ! but I'll bear, too You wrong 


him, Lesuſon, and will be ſorry for't. 
Char. Ay, when tis provfd he wrongs him. The 
world is full of hypocrites. 


Bev. And Stakely one=— ſo you'd infer, I think. 


u hear no more of this——my heart aches for 
him—T have undone him. 

Lew. The world ſays otherwiſe. 

Dev. The world is falſe, then — II haye buſineſs 
with you, love [to Mrs. Bev. ]; we'll leave m to their 


rancour. [ Coin. 
Char. No. We ſhall find room within for't— 
Come this way, fir. [To Lewſon, 


Lew. Another time my friend will thank me; that 
time is haſtening too. { Ex. Lew. and Char, 
Bev. They hurt me beyond bearing —— Is S:uke!y 
falſe? then honeſty has left us! *rwere-fmming gert 
— — — 


Mrs. Bev. I never doubted him. 

Bev. No; you are charity. Meekneſs and ever- 
during patience live in that heart, and love that knows 
no — Why did I ruin you ? | 

Mrs. Bev. You have not ruin'd me. I have no 
wants when you are preſent, nor wiſhes in your ab- 
ſence, but to be bleſt with your return. But be refign'd 
to what has happened, and I am rich beyond the 
dreams of avarice. 

B Bev. 
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— II prove him, and Re mg 


Bev. M erous girl But memory will be buſy 
ſtill — 1 my — to ſour the preſent 
the paſt. I have another pang, too. 

Mrs. Bev. Tell it, and let me cure it. 

Bev. That friend—that generous friend, whoſe 
fame they have traduced——1 have undone him too. 


While he had means he lent me largely ; and now a 
priſon muſt be his portion. 


Mrs. Bev. No; I hope otherwiſe. 

Bev. To hop e muſt be to act. The charitable wiſh 
feeds not the hungry Something muſt be done. - 

Mrs. Bev. What? 

Bev. In bitterneſs of heart he told me, juſt now he 
told me, I had undone him. Could | hear that, and 
think of happineſs? no; I have diſclaim'd it, while he 
is miſerable. | | 

Mrs. Bev. The world may mend with us, and then 
we may be grateful. 'There's comfort in that hope. 

Bev. Ay; "tis the fick man's cordial, his promis'd 
cure; while in preparing it the patient dies. 

Wha. now ? 


Enter Lucy. 


Lucy. A letter, fir. [ Delivers it and Ex. 
Bev. The hand is Stukely's. 
[ Opens it and reads it to himſelf. 
Mrs. Bev. And brings good news — at leaſt III 
hope ſo— What ſays he, love? 
Few. Why this —- too much for patience. Yet he 
direts me to conceal it from you. [Reads 


Let eur haſte to ſee me be the only proof of your efteem fer 
me. I have determin'd, fince we parted, to bid adieu 
to England; chufing rather to for/ake my country, than 
to ove my freedom in it to the means wetalk'd of. Keep 
this a ſeccet at home, and haſten to the ruin d 

| R. Stukely. 


Ruin'd by friendſhip! I muſt relieve or follow him. 


Mrs. Bev. Follow him, did you ſay? then I am 
loſt, indeed! | 
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Bev. O this infernal vice! how has it ſunk me! a 
vice, whoſe higheſt joy was poor to my domeſtic hap- 
pineſs. Yet how have I purſued it! turn'd all my 
comforts to bittereſt pangs, and all thy ſmiles to tears ! 
Damn'd, damn'd infatuation ! 

Mrs. Bev. Be cool, my life ! what are the 


Means 
the letter talks of? have you——have I thoſe means? 


tell me, and eaſe me. 1 have no life while you are 
wretched. 

Bev. No, no; it muſt not be. *Tis I alone have 
ſinn'd; *tis I alone muſt ſuffer. You ſhall reſerve thoſe 
means to keep my child and his wrong'd mother from 
want and wretchedneſs. 

Mrs. Bev. What means? 70 

Bev. I came to rob you of em but cannot dare 
not — Thoſe jewels are your ſolg ſupport—I ſhould be 
more than monſter to requeſt Em. 

Mrs. Bev. My jewels ? trifles! not worth the ſpeak. 
ipg of, if weigh'd againſt a huſband's peace; but let 
A purchaſe that, and the world's wealth is of leſs 
value. 

Bev. Amazing goodneſs ! how little do I ſe:m before 
ſuch virtues ! 

Mrs. Bev. No more,, my love. I kept Hom till 
occaſion call'd to uſe 3 now is the occaſion, and 
Pll reſign Fin cheerfully. 

Bev. Why we'll be rich in love, then. But this 
© exceſs of kindneſs melts me. Yet for a friend one 
© would do much — He has de- ied me nothing.” 

Mrs. Bev. Come to my cloſet —— But let kim ma- 
nage wiſely. We have no more to give him. 

Bev. Where learnt my love this excellence ?—"Tis 


Heaven's own teaching: that Heaven, which to ay fea. fo 


0 form has given a mind more lovely.“ I am 


unworthy of you, bat will deſerve you better. 


Henceforth my fallies and negleds ſhall ceaſe, 
Aud all to come be penitence and peace; 


B 2 Vice 
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MEL. 
Vice ſhall no more attract me with her charms, 


Nor pleaſure reach me, but. in theſe dear arms. 
| [ Exeunt. 


A 2 1 
SCENE, Stukely'; Lodgings. 
Enter Stukely and Bates. 
Stu. OO runs the world, Bates. Fools are the aaterat 


prey of knaves; 

| The laws that fear 
and policy have fr „ diſclaims : he knows 
but two; and thoſe are force and cunning. The no- 
bler law is force, bat then there's danger in't; while 
cunning, like a ſkilful miner, works ſafely and unſeen. 

Bates. And therefore wiſely. Force muſt have 
nerves and finews; cunning wants neither. The dwarf 
that has it ſhall trip the giant's heels up. 

Stu. And bind him to the ground. 

- Nrir - ctrre: "IT — 8 
ſcience is weakkeſs; fear made it, and fear thai 
it. The dread\of ſhame, inward repro 
fictitious burning, ſwell out the phantom. 

Farms. Sdund dectrine, werder 

CEF 
tenth — Lethe grave pedmtfryz= mch. But now 

to bufineſs. The jewels are diſpoſfgd of; and Beverley 

again worth money. He waits to count his gold our, 
and then comes hither. If my deſign ſucceeds, this 
night we finiſh with him. Go to your lodgings and 
be buſy—You underſtand conveyances, and-can make 
ruin ſure. : 

Bates. Better ſtop here. The ſale of this reverſion 
may be talk'd of — There's danger in't. 

Stu. No, 'tis the mark I aim at. We'll thrive 
and laugh. You are the purchaſer, and there's the 


payment 


- Con- 
ntains 
Ns, and 
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payment [ Givizg a Pocket-bock.]. He thinks you rich; 
and fo you ſhall be. Enquire for titles, and deal hardly; 
*twill look like honeſty. 
Bates. How if he ſuſpects us? 
Stu. Leave jt to me. I ſtudy hearts, and when to 
work upon . Go to your lodgings; and, if we 
come, be buſy over papers. Talk of a thoughtleſs age, 
of gaming and extravagance; you have a | forꝰ t. 
ates.. A feeling too that would avoid it. We puſh 
too far; but I have caution'd you. If it ends ill, 
you'll think of me—and ſo adieu. [Exit 
Stu. This fellow fins by halves; his fears are con- 
ſcience to him. Pl! turn theſe fears to uſe, Rogues 
that dread ſhame, will till be greater rogues to hide 
their guilt—This ſhall be thought of. Læewſon grows 
troubleſome We muſt get rid of him. He 
knows too much. I have a tale for Beverley; part of 
it truth, too—He ſhall call Leww/ox to account—IF it 
ſucceeds, tis well; if not, we muſt try other means 
But here he comes — I muſt difſemble. 
« Enter Beverley. 
Look to the door there [in a ſeeming fright] ——M 
friend ! I thought of od viſitors. te F 
. 
offering notes m uſe cautiouſ] 
H. wards deals hardſy by us. 
Sen. And ſhall I leave you deſtitute? No: your 
wants are the teſt. Another climate may treat me 
kinder. The ſhelter of to-night takes me from this. 
Bev. Let theſe be your ſupport then—— Yet is there 
1 of prongs I may have means again; we'll ſhare 
m, and live wiſely. 
„Seu. No; I ſhould tempt you on. Habit is nature 
in me; ruin can't cure it. Even now I would be 
gaming. Taught by experience as I am, and know- 
ing this poor ſum is all that's left us, I am for ven- 
turing ftill—And fay I am to blame—— Yet will this 
little ſupply our wants? No, we muſt put it At to 
ufury.. Whether tis madneſs in me, or ſome Teftleſs 
B 3 impulſe 


Seems 


r 


30 THE GAMES TER. 


impulſe of fortune, I yet am ignorant ; but 

Bev. Take it, and ſucceed then. I'll try no more. 

Stu. *Tis ſurely impulſe; it pleads ſo ſtrongly 
But you are cold—We'll e'en part here then. And 
for this laſt reſerve, keep it for better uſes ; I'll have 
none on't. I thank you tho”, and will ſeek fortune 
fingly—One thing I had forgot 

ev. What is it? 

Stu, Perhaps, twere beſt ten. But I am open 
in my nature, and zealous for the honour of my friend 
———Lew/on ſpeaks freely of you. 

Bev. Of you I know he does. 

Stu. 1 can forgive him for't ; but for my friend I'm 


= What ſays he of me? | 
Stu. That Charlottes fortune is embezzled—He 
talks on't loudly. 

Bey. He ſhall be ſilencqd then—How heard you of 
ut? 

Stu. From many. He queſtion'd Bates about it. 
You muſt account with him, he ſays. 
Bev. Or he with me and ſoon, too. 
Stu. Speak mildly to him. Cautions are beſt. 
Bev. I'll think on't—But whither go you? 
Sta. From poverty and priſons————z— No matter 


' whither. If fortune changes you may hear from me. 


Bev. May theſe be proſperous, then. [ Offering the 
notes, which he refuſes] Nay, they are your's I 
have ſworp it, and will have nothing-——Take Fm 
and uſe Em. Bak 

Stu. Singly I will not. My cares are for my friend; 
for his loſt fortune, and ruin'd family. All ſeparate 
intereſts I diſclaim. Together we have fallen, together 
we muſt riſe. My heart, my honour, and affections, 
all will have it ſo. 

Bev. I am weary of being fool'd. 

Stu. And ſo am I—Here let us part then Theſe 
ings of good-fortung, ſhall all be ſtifled; I'II call 
em folly, and forget — This one embrace, and 
then farewel. as [ Offering to * 

' 
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Bev. No; ſtay a moment How my poor heart's 
diſtracted! I have theſe bodings too; but whether 1 
caught from you, or prompted by mp good or evil Gr + > 
gente, I know not—The trial ſhall determine—And 
yet, my wife 
Stu. Ay, ay, ſhe'll chide. 
Bev. No; my chidings are all here. 
[ Pointing to his heart, 
Stu. I'll not perſuade you. 
Bev. I am perſuaded ; by reaſon too, the ſtrongeſt 
reaſon, neceſſity. Oh ! could I but regain the height 
I have fallen from, ' 
Jeeben, i Cain, mix'd in theſe ſcenes, — — ö 
ficed the huſband*s peace, his joy and beſt afſections, 
to avarice and infamy x >a 7 fir tr. 7 Fe — Hot 
Sex. I have reſolved like you; and fince our motives 2 ft 
are ſo honeſt, why ſhould we fear ſucceſs ? P17 8 
Bev. Come on, then — Where ſhall we meet? 2 4 Eee ES 
Stu. At Wilſen's—Yet if it hurts you, leave me: I 27 6 | 
have miſled you often. W 19 
Bev. We have miſled each other But come ! far. e > 1 5 


- — * p 


* 


* 


Stu, Vet think a little y | 
Bev. I cannot thinking but diſtracts me. ; 
When deſperation leads, all thoughts are vain ; 1 
| Reaſon wwnuld boſe what raſhneſs may obtain. [ Exeunt. 1 
S CEN. * Beverley's Lodgings. # 


Enter Mrs. Beverley and Charlotte. 


Char. "Twas all a ſcheme, a mean one; unworthy | 
of my brother. | 
Mrs. Bev. No, I am ſure it was not—S:ukely of & | | 4 
— ; I know he is— This madneſs has undone em | 
th. | 3 
Char. My brother irrecoverably . Vou are t | 
ſpiritleſs a wife—A mournful tale, mixt with a few - 
kind words, will ſteal away your ſoul. The world's 
too ſubtle for ſuch goodneſs. Had I been by, he 
B 4 ſhould 
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mould have aſk'd your life ſooner than thoſe jewels. 

Mrs. Bev. He ſhould have had it then. [warmly] 
I live but to oblige him. She who can love, and is 
beloved like me, will do as much. Men have done 
more for miſtreſſes, and women for a baſe deluder. 
And ſhall a wife do leſs? Your chidings hurt me, 
Charlette. 

Char. And come too late; they might have ſavid 
you elſe. How could he uſe you ſo? 

Mrs. Bev. Twas friendſhip did it. His heart was 
breaking for a friend. 

Char. The friend that has betray'd him. 

Mrs. Bev. Pr'ythee don't think fo. 

Char. To- morrow he accounts with me. 

Mrs. Bev. And fairly=—} will not doubt it. 

Char. Unleſs a friend has wanted |—Hhavenopa- 
Henee— Silter | Siſter l ere bound to Furſe dri 
1 472 ma, 2 a — 

Mrs. Zev. My Beverley ſpeaks nobly of him. 

Char. And Læuſen truly—But I diſpleaſe you with 
— Fo-morrow will inſtruct us. 

Mrs. Bev. Stay till it comes then I would not 
think ſo hardly. 

Char. Nor I, but from conviction Vet we have 
hope of better days. My uncle is infirm, and of an 
age that threatens hourly, —— Or, if he lives, you never 
have offended him; and for diſfreſies ſo unmerited he 
will have pity 

Mrs. Bev. I know it, and am cheerful. We have 
no more to loſe; and for what's. gone, if it brings 

rudence home, the purchaſe was well made. 

Char. My Lew/on will be kind too. While he and 
I have life and means, you ſhall divide with us 
And ſee, he's here ! 

Enter Lewſon. 
We were juſt ſpeaking of you. 

Lew. Tis beſt to interrupt you, then. Few charac- 
ters will bear a ſcrutiny; and where the bad outweighs 
the good, he's ſafeſt that's leaſt talk'd of. What ſay 
you, Madam? [To Charlotte. 


bar. | 
— —FASLE 


— 
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Char. That I hate ſcandal, tho* a woman—there. 
fore talk ſeldom of you. 

Mrs. Bev. Or, with more truth, that, tho' a wo- 
man, ſhe loves to praiſe—— therefore talks always of 
you. Ill leave you to decide it. [ Exit. 

Lew. How good and amiable! I came to talk in 
private with you, of matters that concern you. 

Char. What matters I 

Lew. Firſt anſwer me ſincerely to what I afk. 

Char. I will——But you alarm me. 

Lew. I am too grave, perhaps; but be aſſured of 
this, I have no news that troubles me, and therefore 
ſhould not you. 

Char. I am eaſy then—Propoſe your queſtion. 

Lew. Tis now a tedious twelve-month, fince with 

n and kind heart you ſaid you loved me. 
h So. tedious, did you ſay ? 
x — And when 1 when 1n conſequence of ſuch ſweet words, 
preſs'd for marriage, — ve a voluntary promiſe 
that you would lon ts me. _ —— 

Char. You think me changgd, then! [ 4ngrily. 

Lew, I did not ſay ſo. A thouſand times I have 
preſs*d for the performance of this promiſe: but pri- 
vate cares, a brother's and a ſiſter's ruin, were — * 
for delaying it. 


Char. I had no other reaſons. — Whos will this end? 


Lew. It ſhall end preſently. 
Char. Go on, fir. 


Lew. A promiſe, ſuch as this, given freely, not 
- extorted, the world thinks binding; but I think 


otherwiſe. 

Char. And would releaſe me from it? 

Lew. You are too impatient, madam. . 

Char. Cool, fir—quite cool—Pray go on. 

Lew. Time, and a near acquaintance vith my faults, 
may have brought change—if it be ſoz or, for a mo- 
ment, if you have-wiſh'd this promite were unmade, 

here 1 acquit you of it. This is my queſtion, then; 


= with ſuch plainneſs as I aſk it, I ſhall entreat an 


anſwer Have you * of this promiſe ?. 


— ——_ - - — — 
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Char. Stay, fir. The man that can ſuſpe& me, ſhall 
1} find me 1 Why am | doubted ? 
| Lew. My doubts are of myſelf. I have my faults, 
. * and you have obſervation. If from my temper, my 
1. words or actions, you have conceivgd a thought againſt 
. | me, or even a wiſh for ſeparation, all that has paſs'd 
| 
; 


is nothing. 


ſwer'd firſt. Is it from honour you ſpeak this? Or do 


you wiſh me changed? 


Lew. Heaven knows I do not.. Life-and-my Chon 


bethe Vet for a promiſe, tho” given in love, and 
4 meant for binding ; if time, or accident, or reaſon 
LL ſhould change opinion—wi : 

Þ hah mon © fares A | | 
4 Char now I'll anſwer yon Your doubts 
| I am really changed. 


0 * 


1 {amr waeac-t Char. I could torment you now, as you have me: 
u but it is not in my nature. That I am changed, I 
| 8 * own ; for whit at firſt was inclination, is now grown 


N reaſon in me; and from that r L I the world! 
A nay, were I poo and you too 
1 . _— . ingbread, with but a to invite me to—T would 


| 4 , be your's, and happy. 
te, 


4 thanks are too poor for this and words too weak ! 
but, if we love fo, why ſhould our union be delay'd? 


wretched. 
Lew. I may have reaſons that preſs it now. 
Char. What reaſons ? 
Lew. The ſtrongeſt reaſons ; unanſwerable ones. 
Char. Be quick, and name 'em. 
Lew. No, madam; I am bound in honour to make 
| conditions firſt——EF am beund by inclination too. 
This ſweet profuſion of kind words pains while it 
1 pleaſes. I dread the loſing you ! J 
| Char. Aſtoniſhment ! what mean you? 
| 7 


Lew, 


Char. You ſtartle me— But tell me—I muſt be an- 


Lew. My kindeſt Charlotte! [Taking ber band! 


har. For happier times. The preſent are too 


— 
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Lew. Firſt promiſe, that to-morrow, or the next 
day, you will be mine for ever. 
Char. I do——<tho' miſery ſhould ſucceed. 

Lew. Thus, then, I ſeize you, and with yoy eve j 
. ̃ fo fre Bens workel | 
Char. And thus I ſeal my promiſe. [ Embracing him.]#re=oere-/ 
Now, fir, your ſecret ? | 

— Lew. Your fortune's loſt, 

Char. My fortune loſt? I'll ſtudy to be humble 
then. But was promiſe claim*'d for this? How 
nobly generous! where learnt you this ſad news ? 

Lew. From Bates, Stukely's prime agent. I have 
obligzd him, and he's grateful—He told it me in 
friendſhip, to warn me from my Charlotte. 
= "Twas honeſt in him, and I'll eſteem him 

rt. 
ev. He knows much more than he has told. 

Char. For me it is enough. And for your generous 
love, I thank you from my foul. If you'd oblige me 
more, give me a little time. 

Lew. Why time? It robs us of our happineſs. 

Char. I have a taſk to learn firſt, The little pride 
this fortune gave me muſt be ſubdued. Once we were 


equal; and might have met obliging and obliggd. 4 
But now *tis otherwiſe; and for a life of obligations, 1 
I have not learnt to bear it. 

Lew. Mine is that liſe. You are too noble! | 


Char. Leave me to think on't 
Lew. To-morrow, then, you'll fix my happineſs ? * 
Char. All that I can, I will. | 
Lew. It muſt be ſo; we live but for each other. 

Keep what you know a ſecret; and when we meet to- 

morrow, more may be known. —Farewel. [ Exit. 
Char. My poor, poor fiiter ! how would this wound 

her! but I'll conceal it, and ſpeak comfort to her. 


B 6 Stu, 


HT. 5 [ Exit, | 
SCENE an. in the Gaming-houſe. 14 
Enter Beverley and Stukely. 14 

Bev. Whither would you lead me ? { Angrily. | | 
| 
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Stu. Where we may vent our curſes. 

Bev. Ay, on yourſelf, and thoſe dammd counſels 
that have deſtroy'd me. A thouſand fiends were in 
that boſom, and all let looſe to tempt me I had 
reliſted elſe. 

Sta. Go on, fir——1T have deſerved this from you. 


Rees And-carlercvreriattroge=me Fimrciroofeanty- 


err. 

San. What have I done? 

Bev. What the arch-devil of old did 
with falſe hopes, for certain ruin. 

Seu. Myſelf unhurt, nay pleas'd at your deſtruction 
—So your words mean. Why, tell it to the world. 
I am too poor to find a friend in't. 

Bev. A friend! what's he? I had a friend. 

Sta. And have one ſtill. 

Bev. Ay; I'Il tell you of this friend. He found me 
happieſt of the happy. Fortune and honour crown'd 
me; and love and peace livsd in my heart. One 
ſpark of folly lurk'd there; that too he found; and 
by deceitful breath blew it to flames that have con- 
ſumgd me. This friend were you to me. 

Stu. A little more, perhaps—The friend who gave 
his all to ſave you ; and not ſucceeding, choſe ruin 
with you. But no matter; I have undone you, and 
am a villain, 

Bev. No; I think not—The villains are within. 

Stu. What villains? 

Bev. Dawſon and the reſt We have been dupes to 
ſharpers. 

Stu. How know you this? I have had doubts as well 
as you; yet ſtill as fortune changfd I bluſh'd at my 
own thoughts —But you have proofs, perhaps? 

Bev. Ay, amm Repeated loſſes—Night 
after night, and no reverſe—Chance has no hand in 
this 


ſooth'd 


Stu. I think more charitably ; yet I am peeviſh in 
my nature, and apt to doubt—The world ſpeaks 
fairly of this Dazv/on, ſo does it of the reſt. We have 
watch'd 'em cloſely too. But tis a right uſarp'd by 

| ers, 
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loſers, to think the winners knaves—We'll have more 
manhood in us. : 

Bev. I know not what to think. This night has 
ſtung me to the quick— Blaſted my reputation too—1I 
have bound my honour to, theſe vipers ; play'd meanly 
upon credit, till I tired ; and now they ſhun me 

k to rifle one another. What's to be done? 

Sa. Nothing. My counſe!s have been fatal. 

Bev By bterrer ++—rorforvive—rbis ſhame 
Traitor! *tis you have brought it on me. [Taking 
hold of him. | Shew- me the means to ſave me, or vil 
commit a murder here, and next upon myſelf. 

Stu. Why do it then, and rid me of ingratitude. 

Bev. Pr'ythee forgive this language -I ſpeak I know 
not what — Rage and deſpair are in my heart, and 
hurry me to madneſs. My home is horror to me 
I'll not return to't. Speak quickly; tell me if, in 
this wreck of fortune, one hope remains ? Name it, — 
and he myoracte cn. be ns 

Stu. To vent your curſes on—You have beftow'd 
Km liberally. Take your own counſel: and ſhould a 
Zeſperate hope preſent itſelf, *twill ſuit your deſperate 
fortune. I'll not adviſe you. 

Bev. What hope? been I'll catch at it, how- 
ever deſperate. Iam fo ſunk in miſery, it cannot lay 
me lower. 

Stu. You have an uncle. 

Bev. Ay, what of him? 

| Stu. Old men live long by temperance ; while their 
heirs ſtarve on expectation. 

Bev. What mean you ? 

Stu. That the reverſion of his eſtate is yours; and 
will bring money to pay debts with — Nay more, it 
may retrieve what's paſt. 

Bev. Or leave my child a beggar. 

Stu. Ard what's his father ? A diſhonourable one : 
engaged for ſums he cannot pay — That ſhould be 

| thought of. 

Bev. It is my ſhame—— The poiſon that inflames 
ae. Where ſhall we go? To whom? I am impa- 

| nent till all's loſt, | Stu, 
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Stu. All may be 
He has large fu 
juſtly by you. 

* 7 reſolved— Tell Em within we'll meet 
4 preſently ; and with full purſes, too Come, fol- 
low me. 

Stu. No; Pll have no hand in this, nor do I coun- 
ſel it—Uſe your diſcretion, and act from that. You'll 
find me at my lodgings. 6 

Bev. yo og what will, this night Pl dare the 

wor 


rs again—Your man is Barer 
at his command, and will deal 


— fears Exit Bev. 
Stu. Why, e dener ever—Fear is — mind's 
worſt evil; and tis a friendly office to drive it from 
the boſom—Thus far has fortune crown'd me—Yet 
— is rich; rich in his * — — her 
10ncur ions, uld ſupplant hz ere 
too. But aged thinking Eid e up 
difficulties. Fool conquer women. Fearleſs of 
dangers which they ſee not, they preſs on boldly, and 
by perſiſting proſper. Yet may a tale of art do much 
— Charlotte is ſometimes abſent. The ſeeds of 
— are ſown already. If I miſtake not, © 
ve taken root. too. Now is the time to ripen Im, 
and reap the harveſt. The ſofteſt of her ſex, if wrong d 
in love, or thinking that ſhe's w PI Becomes a 
tygreſs in revenge — Pl inſtantly to Beverley 
No matter for the danger — When beauty leads us on, 

tis indiſcretion to reflect, and cowardice to —_ 
Exit. 


SCEN . Beverley“: Lodgings. 
Enter Mrs. Beverley and Lucy. 
Mrs. Bev. Did Charlotte tell you any thing? 
Lucy. No, madam. | . 
Mrs. Bev. She look'd confuſed, methought ; ſaid: 
ſhe had buſi ne ſs with her Lew/on; which, when I preſs'd 
to know, tears only were her anſwer, 2 
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Lu. She ſeem'd in haſte, too—Yet her return may 
bring you comfort. Seape ot H not. 
Bev. No, my kind girl; Fwes-norberaforte. 
t — But why do I diſtreſs thee? Thy ſympathizing heart 
> bleeds for the ills of others What pity that thy miſ- 
treſs can't reward thee? but there's a power above, 


* 


- that ſees, and will remember all. Pr'ythee ſoothe me 
| with the ſong thou ſang*ſt laſt night. It ſuits this 

change of fortune, and there's a melancholy in't 
a © that pleaſes me. + 


L. I fear it hurts you, madam—Your goodneſs 
© too draws tears from me—But ll dry em, and 
* obey you. 


I. 
es Damon languifb'd at my feet, 
* And I believ'd him true, A 
* The moments of delight how feoeet 
* But ah ! how ift they flew ! 
* The ſunny hill, the flow'ry wales, 
* The garden and the grove, 
Have echo'd to his tale, 
© And wows of e. 


II. 
* The congque in d, he left his prize, 
* He left 8 
« To talk of joy with weeding ces, 
© And meafurg Lyme by pain. 
* But Heaw'n tanggthe mourner i part, 
In pity ta deſpair ; 
© And the laſt figh that rends the heart, 
* waft the ſpirit there, © 


* Mrs. Bev. I thank thee, Lacy —I thank Heaven, 
too, my griefs are none of theſe, Yet Stukely deals 
in hints—He talks of rumours—I'Il urge him to 

1 « ſpeak plainly'—[ Kzecking. ] Hark! there's ſome one 
1 2 
La. Perhaps my maſter, madam. 1 


„eee 


* 
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Mrs. Bev. Let him be well too, and I am ſatisfied. 
Goes to the door and liftens.] No; tis another's voice; 
is had been muſic to me. Who is it, Lacy? 

Re-enter Lucy with Stukely. 
Lu. Mr. Stukely, madam. __ [ Exit; 

Stu. To meet you thus alone, madam, was what I 
iſh'd. Unſeaſonable viſits, when friendſhip warrants 
m, need no excuſe—therefore I make none. 

p wy Bev. What mean you, fir? And where's your 
riend ? 


Stu. Men may have ſecrets, madam, which their beſt. 


friends are not admitted to. We parted in the morn» 
ng, not ſoon to meet again. 
rs. Bev. You mean to leave us then? to leave your 


country, too? I am no ſtranger to your reaſons, and 


pity your misfortunes. . 
Stu. Your pity has undone you. Could Beverley do 


this? That letter was a falſe one; a mean contrivance 


to rob you of your jewels —— I wrote it not. 
Mrs. Bev. Impoſſible! whence came it then? 


Sten. Wrong'd as I am, madam, I muſt ſpeak 


plainly —— 

Mrs. Bev. Do fo, and eaſe me. Your hints have 
troubled me.. Reports, you ſay, are 2 
rts of whom? You wiſh'd me not to credit”, 

hat, fir, are theſę reports? 
Stu. I thought flander, madam; and caution'd 
2 in friendſhip, leſt from officious tongues the tale 
reach'd you with double aggravation. | 
Mrs. Bev. Proceed, fir. 


Stu. It is a debt due to my fame, due to an injurgd | 


wife, too We both are injurgd.. 


Mrs. Bev. How injured ? and who has injurfd us? 


Stu. My friend, your huſband. 

Mrs. Bev. You would reſent for both, then? But 
know, fir, my injuries are my own, and do not need 
a champion. 

Stu. Be not too haſty, madam. I come not in re- 
ſentment, but for acquziitfance—Vou thought me 
poor; and to the feign'd diſtreſſes of a friend gave up 
your jewels, Mrs. 
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Mrs.. Bev. I gory Am to a huſband. 

Stu. Who gave m to a 4 

Mrs. Fev. What? whom did he give m to? 

Stu. A miſtreſs. 

Mrs. Bev. No; on my life he did not. 

Stu. Himſelf confeſs'd it, with curſes on her avarice. 

Mrs. Bev. I'll not believe it He has no miſtreſs 
— or, if he has, why is it told to me? 

Stu. To guard you againſt mſults. He told me, 
that to move you to a compliance, he forgfd that let- 
ter, pretending I was ruingd ; ruingd by him, too. 
The fraud ſucceeded ; and what a truſting wife be- 
ſow'd in pity, was laviſh'd on a wanton. 

Mrs. Bev. Then I am loft, indeed! and my afflic- 
tions are too powerful for me—His follies I have borne 
without upbraiding, and ſaw the approach of poverty 
without a tear —— My affections, my ſtrong affections 
ſupported me through every trial. 

Stu. Be patient, madam. 

Mrs. Bev. Patients The barbarous, ungrateful man! 
And does he think that the tenderneſs of my heart 13 
his beſt ſecurity for wounding it? But he ſhall find 
that injuries ſuch as theſe "van arm my weaknols-fos 


Redreſs is in your power. 
Mrs. Sev. What redreſs ? 


Stu. Forgive me, madam, if, in my zeal to ſerve you, 
F hazard your diſpleaſure *hink of your wretched 
ſtare. Already want ſurrounds you. Is it in patience 
to bear that} to ſee your helpleſs little one robb'd of 
his birth- right? a ſiſter, too, with unavailing tears, 
lamenting her loſt fortune? no comfort left you, but 
;neffeftual pity from the few, out-weigh'd by inſults 


from the many ? 

Mrs. Bev. Am I fo loſt a creature? Well, fir, my 
redreſs ? 

Sen. To be refolvgd is to ſecure it. The mar- 
riage vow, once violated, is in the fight of Heaven 
diſſolved Start not, but hear me ! tis now the ſum- 

mer 


' 
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mer of your youth; time has not cropt the roſes from 
your cheek, tho? forrow long has waſh'd Em— Then 
uſe your beauty wiſely; and freed by injuries, fly from 
the crueleſt of men, for ſhelter with the kindett. 
Mrs. Bev. And who is he? 
Stu. A friend to the unfortunate; a bold one, too; 2 
who, while the ſtorm is burſting on your brow, and 


lightning flaſhing from your eyes, dares tell you that 
he loves you. 


Mrs. Bev. Would -that+thefe-eyerhad Heaven 


Am I,then, fallen ſo low? Has poverty ſo humbled me, 

that I ſhould liſten to a helliſh offer, and ſell my foul 2 
for bread villain ! villain !—But now 1 know 

thee, and thank thee for the knowledge. 


Stu. If you are wiſe, you ſhall have cauſe to thank 
me. 


— _ Bev. An injurfd huſband, too, ſhall thank 

thee. 

Stu. Yet know, proud woman, I have a heart as 0 

ſtubborn as your own ; as haughty and imperious; and 

as it loves, ſo can it hate. 
Mrs. Bev. Mean, deſpicable villain! I ſcorn thee þ 

and thy threats. as it for this that Beverley was 

falſe? that his too credulous wife ſhould in deſpair 


and vengeance give up her honour to a wretch? But | 
he ſhall know 1t, 


Stu. Why ſend him for defiance then. Tell him 
I love his wife ; but that a worthleſs huſband forbids 
our union. I'll make a widow of you, and court you 
honourably. num 

Mrs. Bev. ScrmrrttFeewmrSH—hyfeul ea frm 
—— 5 
fernen Keep thy own ſecret, and be- 
gone. Who's there? 


Enter Lucy. 


Your abſence, fir, will pleaſe me. 


Stu. I'll notoffend you, madam. [| Zæit with Lucy: 
Mrs. Bev. Why-eperrnetihe cert iefwealonwfarch 
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a—menfert He conſcience, then, his puniſher, till 
Heaven in mercy gives him penitence, or dooms him 
in its juſtice, 


Re. enter Lucy. 


Come to my chamber, Lucy; I have a tale to tell thee, 
ſhall make thee weep for thy poor miſtreſs. 


* — 


Yet Heaven the guiltleſs ſufferer regards, 
And whom it moſt afflifts, it moſt rewards. 
[Exeunt. 


ST —y +3 


a . 


SCENE, Beverley” Lodgings. 
Enter Mrs. Beverley, Charlotte, and Lewſon. 


Char. HE ſmooth-tongued hypocrite ! 
Lew. But we have found him, and will 4 
z6quite him—Be cheerful, madam [To Mrs. Bev.] ; 
and-ſes the inſults of this ruffian peu thall 

Mrs. Bes., But not by violence Remember you 
have Care; I had Ye filent elſe. : 

Lew. You need not doubt me; I ſhall be cool as 
patience. 

Mrs. Bev. See him to-morrow, then. 

Lew. And why not now ? By—oauen theo-verict 


Let for my promiſe, I'll deal gently with 
him—1I mean to watch his looks — From thoſe, and 
from his anſwers to my charge, much may be learnt. 
Next I'll to Bates, and fift him to the bottom. If I 
fail there, the gang is numerous, and, for a bribe,will 
each betray the other - Good night; Þ11 loſe no time. 


[ Ex. Lewſon. 
Mrs. Bev. Mr 
met urreform—rwr=— Come, Charlotte, 
we'll to our uſual watch. The night grows mm 
ars 
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Char. I am fearful of events; yet pleaſid To- 
morrow may relieve us. [ Going. 


Enter Jarvis. 4 
Char. How now, good Jarvis? 4 
Far. I have heard ill news, madam. 
Mrs. Bev. What news? ſpeak quickly. 
Far. Men are not what they ſeem.. | fear me Mr. 
$:ukely is diſhoneſt. 
Char. We krow it, Jarvis. But what's your news? - 


Far. That there's an action againſt my maſter, at 
his friend's ſuit. | 
Mrs. Bev. O villain ! villain! *twas this he threaten'd | 
then. Run to that den of robbers, Wil/on's —Your | 
maſter may be there. Entreat him home, good Jarvis. 
Say I have buſineſs with him—Bur tell him not of 
Stukely—It may provoke him to revenge Haſte 
hafte! good Jarvis. [ Exit Jarvis. 


E Zi ure bpm of rye dochna gt / 
Mrs. Bev. I am ſick of ſuch a world—Yet Heaven 
zs juſt; and in its own god time will hurl deſtrue- 
tion on ſuch monſters. II. [ Exeunts. 
SCENE. Stukely's Lodgings. 
Enter Stukely and Bates meeting. 

Bates. Where have you been ? 

Stu. Fooling my time away——Playing my tricks, 
like a tame monkey, to entertain a woman No 
matter where———l] have been vext and diſappointed. . 
Tell me of Bever/zy— How bore he his laſt ſhock ? 

Bat. Like one (fo Dawſon ſays) whoſe ſenſes had 
been numb'd with miſery. When all was loſt, he fixt 
his eyes upon the ground, and ſtood ſome time, with- 
folded arms, ſtupid and motionleſs.. Then ſnatching 
his ſword that hung againſt the wainſcot, he ſat him 
down; and with 1 of fixt attention, drew figures 


on the floor At laſt he ſtarted up, look' d wild, and 

trembled; — Mobo. 

laugh'd out aloud, while the tears trickled down his 

face—ſo left the room. Ss 
Stu, Why this was madneſs. 


Bat. 


F 1— A — 
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Bat. The madneſs of deſpair. | 
Stu. We muſt confine him, then. A priſon would 1 

at the door] Hark! that knock. 
o that way down. [ Exit Bates. ] 


Enter Lewſon. 

Lew. An enemy—an open and avow'd one. 

Stu. Why am | thus broke in upon? This houſe is 
mine, fir ; and ſhould protect me inſult and ill- 
manners. ; 

Lew. Guilt has no place of fanQtuary; wherever 
found, *tis virtue's lawful game. The fox's hold, and 
tyger's den, are no ſecurity againſt the hunter. 

Feten. Your buſineſs, fir? 

Lew. To tell you that I know you—Why this con- 
fuſion? that look-of guilt and terror? —Is Beverley 
awake? Or has his wife told tales? The man that 
dares like you, ſhould have a foul to Juſtify his deeds, 
and courage to confront accuſers—not with a coward*s 
fear to ſhrink beneath reproof. 


Stu. Who waits there? Aloud, and in con 
Lew. interrupts Shut- 
ting the door..] gh” 
3 ** 2 N 


his. 
Who's Ach ? 


Stu. You think I fear you. 
Lew. I know you fear me. FH ae, 


ted pri cy! A la- 
dy's preſence took up you tion! Now we are 
alone, fir, Why a wretch ! | flings — fron” 


him. ile infect in 


— — a man, by cun- 
ning and mean arts — him. But we have found 
you, fir ; tracgd you thro? all your labyrinths. yen 


All to confeſſion. 
——— — 
Stu. Firſt prove me what you think me — F. 
: then 
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8 ——— for this inſult, 


5, btbhk of rem 2 


3 for 


| una {lt 


vengeance may yet be mine. 


raed Stukely retires.] Alas! I pity thee— Vet 
that a wretek ke. this ſhould overcome a Beverley! it 
fills me with aſtonifſiment !—— A wretch, ſo mean of 
ſoul, that even deſperati nnot animate him to 
look upon an enemy— You ſhould hoc thus have ſoar'd, 
= unleſs, like others of your black prefgflion, you 
ad a ford to keen the * 2 


Stu. Villany! Twere beſt to curb this licence of 
your tongue ; for, know, fir, while there are laws, 
this outrage on my reputation will not be borne with. 

Lew, Laws! dar'ſt thou ſeek ſhelter from the laws? 
thoſe laws, which thou and thy infernal crew live in 
the conſtant violation of? Talk'ſt thou of reputation, 
too? when, under friendſhip's ſacred name, thou haſt 
betray'd, robb'd, and defiroy'd ? 

Stu. Ay, rail at gaming; tis a rich topic, and 
affords noble declamation—— Go, preach againſt it 
in the city : You'll find a congregation in every tavern. 
If they ſhould laugh at you, fly to my lord, and ſer- 
monize it there, He'll thank you, and reform. 

Lew. And will example ſanctify a vice? No, 
wretch ! the cuſtom of my lord, or of the cit that apes 
him, cannot excuſe a breach of law, or make the 
Gameſter*s calling reputable. 

Stu. Rail on, I ſay—But is this zeal for beggar'd 
Beverley? Is it for him that I am treated thus? No! 
he and his wife might both have groan'd in priſon, 
had but the fifter's fortune ef; the wreck, to 
have rewarded the diſintereſted love of honeſt Mr. 
Lewſon. 858 

Lew. How I deteſt thee for the thought ! but thou 
art loſt to every human feeling. Vet let me tell thee, 
and may it wring thy heart ! that tho* my friend is 
ruin'd by thy ſnares, thou haſt unknowingly been kind 
to me. 

Stu. Have I? It was indeed unknowingly. 


THE GAMESTER. 47 


Lew. Thou haſt aſſiſted me in love; given me the 
merit that I wanted; fince, but for thee, my Chariotte 
had not known *twas her dear ſelf I figh'd for, and 


indeed to be a villain! But I h 


ach thee yet—Fly 
where thou wilt, 


ſhall purſue thee— 


s not her fortune. 
8 Stu. Thank me, and take her then. 
: Lew. And, as a brother to poor Beverley, I will pur- 
ſue the robber that has fiript him, and ſnatch him 
0 from his gripe. 
, Stu. Then know, imprudent man, he is within my 
« gripe ; and ſhould my friendſhip for him be flander'd 
3 . 
once again, the hand that has ſupplied him, ſhall fall 
P and cruſh him. 
4 Lew + "This is 
Io 
e And Beverley ſhall yet be tavd,” be ſavgd from thee, 
4 thou monſter! nor owe his reſcue to his wife's diſno- 
4 nour. PExit. 


Stu. [anfing] Then ruin has incloſed me. Eure 
— — —— ———— 


Let fear brings caution, and that ſecuri 
- more miſchief muſt be done to hide the paſt—1 
to yourſelf, officious Lew/or—there may be danger 
ſtirring— How now, Bates ? 

| Enter Bates. 

Bat. What is the matter? "Twas Lew/on and not 
Beverley that left you—lI heard him loud—You ſeem 
alarm'd too. 

Stu. Ay, and with reaſon—we are diſcover'd. 

Bat. I fear'd as much, and therefore caution'd you 
but you were peremptory. . 

Stu. Thus fools talk ever; ſpending their idle 
breath on what is paſt, and trembling at the future. 
We muſt be active. Beverley, at worſt, is but ſuſpi- 
cious; but Lew/on's genius, and his hate to me, will 
lay all open. Means muſt be found to ſtop him. 

Bat. What means ? 

Stu. Diſpatch him nay, ſtart not deſperate 

occaſions 
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occaſions call for deſperate deeds we live but by 
his death. ' 

Bat. You cannot mean it? 

Stu. I d by-tteaverr, KAgan A , 

Bat. Good night, then. [ 

Stu. Stay. I muſt be heard, then anſwer'd. Per- 
pe the motion was too ſudden ; and human weak- 

ſtarts at murder, tho” ſtrong neceſſity compels it. 
I dave thought long of this; and my firſt feelings were 
like yours; a fooliſh conſcience awed me, which ſoon 
I conquer'd. The man that would undo me, nature 
cries out, undo. Brutes know their foes by inſtinct; and 
where ſuperior force is given, they uſe it for deſtruRion. 
Shall man do leſs ? Len purſues us to our ruin ; 
and ſhall we, with the means to cruſh him, fly from 
our hunter, or turn and tear him? Tis folly even to 
heſitate. 

Bat. He has obliged me, and I ou not. 

Stu. Why, live to ſhame then, to beggary and pu- 
niſhment. You would be privy to the deed, yet want 
the ſoul to act it. Nay more; had my defigns been 
levell'd at his fortune, you had ſept in the foremoſt. 
And what is life without its comforts ? Thoſe you 
would rob bim of; and, by the lingering death, add 
cruelty to murder. Henegforch adieu to half-made 

villains —there's danger in Em. What you have got 
is your's ; keep it, and hide with * deal my 
future bounty to thofe that merit it. 

Bat. What's the reward ? 

Stu. Equal diviſion of our gains. I ſwear it, and 
will be juſt. 

Bat. Think of the means then. 

Stu. He's gone to Bewerley's —wait for him in the 
reet—'Tis a dark night, and fit for niches. A 
dagger would be uſeful, | 

Bat. He ſleeps no more. 

Stu. Conſider the reward ! when the deed's done, 
I have farther buſineſs with you. Send Daw/ox to 
me. | 


Bat. 


. 


ts 
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Bat. Think it already done——and fo farewel. 
Extt. 
Stu. Why, farewel, Lew/on, then; and Ol -. to 
my fears—this night ſecures me, I'll wait the event 


within. [ Exit, 
Fa 
SCENE 3 Street. Stage darkened. 
Enter Beverley. 


Bev. How like an outcaſt do I wander! loaded with 
every curſe, that drives the ſoul to deſperation—— 
The midnight robber, as he walks his rounds, ſees b 


. y 
the glimmering lamp my frantic looks, and dreads to 
meet me.—— Whither am I going? My home lies 
there; all that is dear on earth it holds too ; yet are 
the gates of death more welcome to me—— Ill enter 


49 


it no more Who paſſes there? Tis Lew/or— He 


meets me in a gloomy hour; and memory tells me he 


g with my fame. 
Enter Lewſon. 
Lew. Beverley! well met. I have been buſy in 
your affairs. 


Bev. So I have heard, fir; and now muſt thank 
you as I ought. & 

Lew. To-morrow I may deſerve your thanks. Late 
as it is, I go to Bates. Diſcoveries are making that 
an arch villain trembles at. ; 

Bev. Diſcoveries are made, fir, that you ſhall trem- 
ble at. Where is this boaſted ſpirit ? this high de- 


meanour, that was to call me to account? You ſay I 


have wrong d my fiſfter—— Now ſay as much. But 
firſt be ready for defence, as I am for reſentment. 
[ Draws, 


Lew. What mean you? I underſtand you not. 
Bev. The coward's ſtale acquittance=who, when 
he ſpreads foul calumny abroad, and dreads juſt ver- 


ance on him, cries out, What mean you? 1 under- 
nd you not! 


Lew. Coward and calumny! Whence are thoſe 
words? But 1 forgive, and Err you. 


B EUs 
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Bev. Your pity had been kinder to my fame. But 
you have traduced it; told a vile tory to the public 
ear, that I have wrong' d my ſiſter. 

Lew. "Tis falſe. Shew me the man that dares ac- 
cuſe me. 

Bev. I thought you brave, and of a ſoul ſuperior to 
low malice ; but I have found you, entwillhevrevren 

This is no place for argument. 

Lew. Nor ſhall it be for violence. Imprudent man! 
who in revenge for fancied injuries, would pierce the 
heart that loves him. But honeſt friendſhip acts from 
itſelf, unmoved by ſlander or ingratitude. The 
© life you thirſt for, ſhall be employ'd to ſerve you. 
dev. Tis thus you would compound then Firſt 
* do a wron : 7 to redreſs it, 
© load me with kindneſlff unſolicited, V11 not receive 
Cit. Your zeal is troubleſome. 

© Lew. No matter. It ſhall be uſeful. 

© Bew. It will not be accepted. 

© Lew. It muſt.* You know me not. 

Bev. Yes; for the ſlanderer of my fame; who, un- 
der ſhew of friendſhip, arraigns me of injuſtice, Muz- 
7 ing in every ear foul breach of truſt, and family diſ- 
honour. 

Lew. Have I done this? Who told you ſo? 

Bev. The world—'Tis talk'd of every where. It 
pleaſed you to add threats, too. You were to call me 
to account. Why, do it now then: I ſhall be proud 
of ſuch an arbiter. 

Lew. Put up your ſword, and know me better, I 
never injurfd you. The baſe ſuggeſtion comes from 
Stukely ; I fee him and his aims. 

Bev. What aims? Titel it—"twas Stalely that 
accuſed you. 

Lew. To rid him of an enemy —— Perhaps of two 
lle fears diſcovery, and frames a tale of fal ſehood 
to ground revenge and murder on. 

Bev. I muſt have proof of this. 

Lew. Wait till to-morrow then. 

Sev. I will. 


THE GAMESTER 


$51 
Lew. Good night!“ go to ſerve you ——F 
what's paſt, as I do; and cheer your family with ſmiles. 
To-morrow may confirm Em, and make all happy. 
Exit. 
Bev. [ Paufing.] Ho vile and how abſurd — 
His boaſted honour is but another name for pride; 
which eaſier bears the conſciouſneſs of guilt, than the 
world's juſt reproofsFBut tis the faſhion of the times; 
and in defence of falſehood and falſe honour, men di 


martyrs. I knew not at- eee fo bad 
[ Stands ming . 
Enter Bates and Jarvis. 
Jar This way the noiſe was—and yonder's my poor 
matter, 
Bat. | heard him at high words with Leuſen. The 
cauſe I know not. 
Far. I heard him too. Mis fortunes vex him. 
Bat. Go to him, and lead him home - But he comes 
this way I'll not be ſeen by him. Exit Bates. 
Bev. [ Starting.] What fellow's that ? [ Seeing Jar. ] 
Art thou a murderer, friend ? come, lead the way; - 
J have a hand as miſchievous as thine; a heart as de- 
ſperate too Jarvis !—To bed, old man; the cold 
will chill thee, 


Jar. Why are you wagdering at this late hour? 
Your ſword drawn too! 


ſheath it, 
fir—the ſight diftrats me. 

Bev. Whoſe voice was that ? | [Wiltly. 

Jar. "Twas mine, fir, Let me entreat you to give 
the ſword to, me. 

Bev. take it—quickly take it—Perhaps I am 
not fo „ but Heaven may have ſent thee at this 
moment to ſnatch me from perdition. 

Jar. Then | am bleſs'd. 

Bev. Continue fo, and leave me; my ſorrows are 
contagious. No one is bleſt that's near me, 

Jar. | came to ſeek you, fir. 

Bev. And now thou haſt found me, leave me—M 
thoughts are wild, and will not be diſturd'd. ; 

C 2 | | Jar. 
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Jar. Such thoughts are beſt diſturb'd. 

Bev. I tell thee that they will not Who ſent thee 
hither ? 

Jar. My weeping miſtreſs. 

Bev. Am I fo meek a huſband, then, that a com- 
manding wife preſcribes my hours, and ſends to chide 
me for my abſence ?—— Tell her Pl not return. 
Jar. Thoſe words would kill her. 

Bev. Kill her! Would they not be kind then ? But 
the ſhall live t6,curſe, me—I1 have deſerved it of her. 
Does ſhe not hate me, Jarvis? 

Jar. Alas, fir! forget your griefs, and let me lead 
you to her. The ftreets are dangerous. 

Bev. Be wiſe, and leave me then. The night's 
black horrors are ſuited to my thoughts — Theſe ſtones 
ſhall be my reſting-place ¶ lies down]. Here ſhall my 
ſoul brood o'er its miſeries; till with the frendo-of 


coxoralite helly-and guilt ehe- earth, I ſtart and tremble at the 
- morning's light. 


Far. For pity's ſake, fir !=Upon my knees I beg 
you to quit this place, and theſe ſad thoughts. Let 
patience, not deſpair poſſeſs, you——Rifſe, I beſeech 
70 — There's not a moment of your abſence, that 
my poor miſtreſs does not groan for. 

Bev. Have I undone her, and is ſhe ftill fo kind? 
[ Starting up. ] It is too much My brain can't hold 
it—O Jarvis how deſperate is that wretch's ſtate, 
which only death or * — _ 3 
Jar. Appeaſe his mind, eaven ! and give 
bim — Alas, fir, could beings in the 12 
world perceive the events of this, how would your pa- 
rent? bleſſed ſpirits grieve for you, even in Heaven 
Let me conjure you by their honour'd memories, b 
the 1 innocence of your yet helpleſs child, an 
by the ceaſeleſs ſorrows of my poor miſtreſs, to rouſe 
your manhood, and ſtruggle with theſe griefs. 

Bev. Thou virtuous, good old man ! thy tears and 
thy rn have reach'd my heart, thro? all its miſe- 

ies. YO! had I liſten'd to thy honeſt warnings, no 


$ earthly blefling had been wanting to me Al was fo 


* happy 


: 
* 
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* happy, that even a wiſh for more than I poſſeſs'd, 
* was arrogant preſumption. But I have warr'd againſt 


© the — that bleſs'd me, ans now am ſencrnend ts 
0 5 ——— — 


Jar. Be but reſigu'd, fir, and happineſs may yet be 


urs. 
MX Bev. Prythee be honeſt, and do not flatter miſery. 

Jar. I do not, fir.” Hark ! I hear voices —— 
Come this way ; we may reach home unnoticed. 

Bev. © Well, lead me then“ Unnoticed, didſt thou 
ſay ? Alas! I dread no looks but of thoſe wretches I 
have made at home. [ Exeunte 


Enter Stukely and Dawſon. 


Stu. Come hither, Daw/on. My limbs are on the 
rack, and my ſcul ſhivers in me, till this night's bu- 
fineſs be complete. Tell me thy thoughts: Is Bates 
determingd, or does he waver ? | 

Daw. At firſt he ſeemgd irreſolute ; wiſh'd the em- 
ployment had been mine; and mutter'd curſes on his 
coward hand, that tremblgd at the deed. 

Stu. And did he leave you ſo? 

Daw. No. We walk'd together; and, ſhelter'd by 
the darkneſs, ſaw Beverley and Lewſon in uy 
bate. But ſoon they cool'd; and then I left to 
haſten hither; but not till *twas reſolved Lewſon 
ſhould die. 

Stu. 4 Anas have given me life That quarrel, 
too, was fortunate; for, if my hopes deceive me not, 
it promiſes a grave to Beverley. 

1 You miſconceive me. Lew/on and he were 


Stu. But my prolific brain ſhall make Im enemies. 
If Leuſes falls, he falls by Beverley. An upright 
jury ſhall decree it. Aſk me no queſtion, but do as 
direct. This writ [takes out a pocket-book], for ſome 
days paſt, I have treaſurgd here, till a convenient 
C 3 time 


SCENE " Stukely 2 — 


| 
| 
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time call'd for its uſe. That time is come. Take it, 

and give it to an officer. It muſt be ſerved this in- 

ant. [ Gives a paper. 
Daw. On Beverley? 

1 Look at it. Tis for the ſums that I have lent 


Daw. Muſt he to priſon then ? 
Stu. I aſk'd obedience, not replies. This night a 
Jail muſt be his lodging. Tis probable he's not 
home yet. Wait at his door, and fee it — 

Daw. Upon a beggar? He has no means of pay- 
ment. 

Sta Dull and inſenſible l If Lew/or dies, who was 
it kill'd him? Why, he that was ſeen quarrelling with 
him; and I that knew of Beverley's intents, arreſted 
him in friendſhip————A little late, perhaps; but 

_ *twas a virtuous act, and men will thank me for it, 
Now, fir, you underſtand me? 

Daw. Moſt perfetly—and will about it. 

Stu. Haſte, then; and when tis done, come back 
and tell me. 

Daw. Till then farewel. [ Exit. 

Stu. Now tell thy tale, fond wife ! And Lew/on, if 
again thou can'ft inſult me—* I'll kneel and own thee 
for my maſter.” 


Not avarice now, but Vengeance, fires My br eaſt , 
And one ſhort hour muſt make me cunſt or bleſt. [Exi 
| its, 


a0 v. Scene Continues. 
Enter Stukely, Bates, and Dawſon: 


Bates. JYOOR Lewſon /—— But I told you enough 
5 P laſt 2 thought of him is horri- 
ble to me. 


> In the ſtreet, did you ſay? And no one near 
him? 


Bat. 


| 
— 


Sane L 
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Bat. By his own door; he was leading me to his 
houſe. I pretended buſineſs with him, and ſtabb'd 
him to the heart, while he was reaching at the bell. 

Stu. And did he fall fo ſuddenly? 
Bat. The repetition pleaſes you, I ſee I told you. 
he fell without a groan. 

Stu. What heard you of him this morning? 

Bat. That the watch found him in their rounds, 
and alarm'd the ſervants. I mingled with the crowd 
juſt now, and ſaw him dead in his own houſe. 
The ſight terrified me. 

Stu. Away with terrors, 4 


a —hi-—phofirtcardt 
ante We have no living enemy to fear — unleſs 


tis Beverley; and him we have lodg'd ſafe in priſon. 

Bat. Muſt he be murder'd too ? | 

Stu. No; I have a ſcheme to make the law his mur- 
derer— At what hour did Lew/or fall? 

Bat. The clock ſtruck twelve as I turn'd to leave 
him. *Twas a melancholy bell, I thought tolling for 
his death. 

Seu. The time was lucky for us — Beverley was ar- 
reſted at one, you ſay ? [To Dawſon. 

Daw. Exactly. 

Stu. Good! We'll talk of this preſently— The 
women were with him, I think ? 

Daw. And old Jarvis. I would have told you of 
em laſt night, but your thoughts were too buſy. Tis 
. „ the tale would melt it 

— ol wi it then. * 4 

aw. I traced him to his lodgings ; and pretending 
pity for his misfortunes, kept 755 door open, while the 
officers ſeiadd him. *T was a deed but no 
matter I follow'd my inſtructions. 

Stu. And what faid he? 

Daw. He upbraided me with treachery ; call'd you 
a villain ; acknowled the ſums you had lent him, 
and ſubmitted to his une. 

Stu. And the women 

Daw. For a few minutes aftoniſhment k 

C 4 ent 


* 
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filent —— They look'd wildly at one another, while 
the tears ſtream'g down their cheeks. But rage and 
fury ſoon gave þ words ; and then, in the very bit- 
terneſs of deſpair, they cuſſed me and the monſter that 
had employ'd me. 

Stz. And you bore it with philoſophy ? 

Daw. Till the ſcene changdd, and then I melted: 
T order'd the officers to take away their priſoner. The 
women ſhriek'd, and would have follow'd him; but 
we forbade 'em. *Twas then they fell upon their 
knees, the wife fainting, the fiſter raving, and both 
with all the eloquence of miſery endeavouring to ſoften 
us. I never felt compaſſion till that moment; and 
had the officers been moved like me, we had left the 
buſineſs undone, and fled with curſes on ourſelves, 
But their hearts were ſteel'd by cuſtom. The tears 
of beauty and the pangs of affection were beneath their 
pity. They tore him from their arms, and lodgid him 
in priſon, with only Jarvis to comfort him. 

Stu. There let him lie, till we have farther buſineſs 
with him. And for you, fir, let me hear no more 
of your compaſſion —— A fellow nurſed in villainy, 
* and employ'd from childhood in the Bufineſs of hell, &, 
© ſhould have no dealings with com n. 

* Daw. Say you ſo, fir j—You ſhoyld have namꝭdd 
the devitthat —__ 1 

Sta. Tis falſe. I fdand you a villain, and there- 
fore employ'd you — but no more of this we 
have em ark'd too far in miſchief to recede. Zews- 
* /on is dead, and we are all principals in his murder. 
© Think of that—There's time enough for pity when 
© ourſelves are out of danger —— Beverley ſtill lives, 
* tho? in a jail— His ruin will fit heavy on him; and 
© diſcoveries may be made to undo us all. Something 
* muſt be done, and ſpeedily—— You ſaw him quar- 
© relling with Zew/ox in the ſtreet laſt night. 

7 [To Bates. 

* Bat. I did; his fteward, Jarvis, ſaw hi 

Stu. And ſhall atteſt it. Here's matter to work 
* upon—An unwilling evidence carries weight _ 


»IÞ 
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him.. Something of my defign I have hinted to you 
© before=— Beterley muſt be the author of this mur- 
der; and we the parties to convict him. But 
how to proceed will require time and though. 
Come along with me; the room within is fitted for 
privacy—But no compaſſion, fir [To Dawſon] We 


want leiſure — way. [ Exeunt. 
SCENE, Beverley“: Lodgings. 


Enter Mrs. Beverley, and Charlotte. 
Mrs. Bev. No news of Lew/on yet? 


Char. None. He went out early, and knows not 


what has happen'd Clock ftrikes eight. 
3 Bev. The clock ſtrikes eight IL“ vals no 
ger. 

Char, Stay but till Jarvis comes. He has ſent 
twice to ſtop us till we ſee him. 

22 Bev. 1 „ _ in this { 
what a night was laſt night! I would not paſs another 
ſuch hb. worlds by ic My 1 Beverley 
too! What muſt he have felt l the very thought diſ- 
tracts me To have him torn at midnight from me 
——— A loathſome priſon his habitation ! a cold damp 
room his lodging! the bleak winds perhaps blowin 
upon his pillow ! no fond wife to lull him to his reſt 
and no reflections but to wound and tear him ! — 
*Tis too horrible—I wanted love for him, or they had 
not forced him from.me. They ſhould have parted 
ſoul and body firſt—l1 was too tame. 

Char. You mult not talk fo. All that we could we 
did; and Jarvis did the reſt—The faithful creature 
will give him comfort. Why does he delay coming ? 

Mrs. Bev. And there's another fear! His poor 
maſter may be claiming the laſt kind office from him— 
His heart perhaps is breaking. 

Char. See where he comes — His looks are cheerful 
too, 


tion——O ! 


Enter Jarvis. 


Mrs. Bev, Are tears then cheerful ? alas, be weeps ! 


C 5 Speak 
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Speak to him, Charlotte———T have no tongue to afle 
him queſtions. | 

Char. How does your maſter, Jarvis ? 

Jar. I am old and fooliſh, madam; and tears will 
come before my words———But don't you weep [re 
Mrs. Bev. ]; I have a tale of joy for you. 

Mrs. Bev. What tale ?—Say but he's well, and 
I have joy enough. 

Jar. His mind too ſhall be well — all ſhall be well 
l have news for him that ſhall make his poor heart 
bound again Fie upon old age—s How childiſh 
it makes me! I have a tale of joy for you, and my 
tears drown it. 700 

Char. Shed em in. ſhowers then, and make haſte 
tz cell it. 

Mrs. Heu. What is it, Jarvis ? 

Jar. Yet why ſhould I rejoice when a good man 
dies? Your uncle, madam, died yeſterday, 

Mrs. Bev. My uncle !-—O Heavens! 

Char. How heard you of his death ? 

Jar. His ſteward came expreſs, madam I met him 
in the ſtreet, enquiring for your lodgings — I ſhould 
not rejoice, perhaps—— but he was old, and my poor 
maſter a priſoner -— Now he ſhall live again— O tis 
a brave fortune! and 'twas death to me to ſee him a 
priſoner. 

Char. Where left you the ſteward ? 

Far. I would not bring him hither, to be a witneſs 
of your diſtreſſes; and beſides, I wanted, once before 
I die, to be the meſſenger of joy to you. My good 
maſter will be a man again. | 

Mrs. Bev. Haſte, haſte then ; and let us fly to him! 
We are delaying our own happineſs. 

Jar. I had forgot a coach, madam, and Lacy has 
order'd one. 

Mrs. Bev. Where was the need of that ? the news 
has given me wings. | 

Char. I have no Joys till my poor brother ſhares 
it with me. How did he paſs the night, Jarvis? 
Jar. Why now, madam, I can you, Like a 

man 


man dreaming of death and horrors. When they led 
him to his cell—for *twas a poor apartment for my 
maſter—he flung himſelf upon a wretched bed, and 
lay ſpeechleſs till day-break. A figh now and then, 
and a few tears that follow'd thoſe fighs, were all that 
told me he was alive, I ſpoke to him, but he would 
not hear me; and when I perſiſted, he rais'd his hand 
at me, and knit his brow ſo, I thought he would 
have ſtruck me. 

Mrs. Bev. O miſerable! But what ſaid he, Jarvis ? 
or was he fitent all night? 

Jar. Atday-break he ſtarted from the bed, and look- 
ing wildly at me, aſk'd who I was. I told him, and 

id him be of comfort—Begone, old wretch, ſays he 

— have ſworn never to know n wife ! 
my child! my filter! I have undone em all, and will 
know no comfort—Then falling upon his knees, he 
an * curſes upon himſelf. 


rs.. Bev. This is too horrible - But you did not 


leave him ſo? 
Char. No, I am ſure he did not. 


Jar. I had not the heart, madam. By degrees I 


brought him to himſelf. A ſhower of tears came to 
his relief; and then he call'd me the kindeſt friend, 
and begg'd forgiveneſs of me like a child—I was a 
child, too,. when he begg'd forgiveneſs of me. My 
heart throbb'd ſo, I cou'd not ſpeak to him. He 
turn'd from me for a minute or two, and ſuppreſſing 
a few bitter ſighs, enquirtd after his wretche+family— 
Wretched was his word, madam — Aſk'd how you 
bore the miſery of laſt night——If you had goodneſs 
enough to ſee him in priſon. And then begg'd me 
to haſten to you, I told him he muſt be more him- 
ſelf firſt———He promiffd me he would; and batin 
a ſew ſudden intervals, he became compoigd an 
eaſy—And then I left him; but not with® vt an at- 
tendant—=— a ſervant in the priſon, whom I hirtd 
to wait upon him—*Tis an hour fince we parted— 
I was prevented in my haſte to ve the meſſenger of 


Joy to ou. 
— C 6 Mrs. 


„ 


60 THE GAMESTER. 
Hee V 


Mrs. Bev. What a tale is this ?- But we have ftaid 
too long. A coach is needleſs. 

* Char. Hark! I hear one at the door.” 

Jar. And Lacy comes to tell us. We'll away 
this moment. 


Mrs. Bev. To comfort him,or die with him. | Exeuat. 


I 
SCENE. Stekely', Lodgings. 
Euter Stukely, Bates, and Dawſon. 


Stu. Here's preſumptive evidence at leaſt——ox 
* if we want more, why we muſt ſwear more. But 
* all unwillingly——We gain credit by reluctance—1 
* have told you how to proceed. Bererley muſt die— 
* We hunt him in view now, and muſt not flacken in 
the chace. Tis either death for him, or ſhame and 
* puniſhment for us. Think of that, and remember 
your inftructions—— You, Bates, muſt to the priſon 
immediately. I would be there but a few minutes 
© before you: and you, Dawſon, muſt follow in a 
* few minutes after. So here we divide——But an- 
+ Senn nt 20D. 208 SUITS „„ 
men 

* Bates. Like villains rather Zut you may de- 
£5 pend upon us. 

Stu. Like what we are then—— You make no an- 
* ſwer, Daw/ox—Compaſiion, I ſuppoſe, has ſeized 
© you, 

* Daw. No; I have Giſclaim'd it—My anſwer is 
Dates — You may depend upon me. a 
Stu. Conſider the reward! riches and ſecurity! I 
© have ſworn to divide with you to the laſt ſhillin 
© So here we ſeparate till we meet in priſon Re- 
member your inſtructigns, and be men. [Execunt.” 


SCENE, A Priſen. 
Beverley is diſcovered fitting. After a ort pauſe, he 
a cones forward. 
Bev. Why, there's an end then. Om 
derer's 


a cob os 4a &©5 = wm So cc 


THE GAMESTER. 61: 
Seam e IV. 1 
derer's account may ſtand, TRE Neeb 
0h The horrors of my ſoul are more than I can 
bear [eerst to kneel] Father of mercy l can- 
not pray——Deſpair has laid his iron hand upon me, 
and ald me ſor perdition—Conſcience ! conſcience !. 


O, that the grave would bury mem 


engeance to torment it dee I ink no 
ore on. Reflection comes too late———P—Once 
there was a time for*t—— but now *tis paſt.— Who's 


there ? 
ute Jarvis. : 
Jar. One that hoptd to ſee you with better looks 
—— Why do you turn ſo from me? I have brought 
comfort with me.. And ſee who comes to give it wel- 


come. 
Bev. My wife and fiſter! why, *tis but one pang 
more, then, and farewel world! [ Lfide. 


Enter Mrs. Beverley and Charlotte. 
Mrs. Bev. Where is he? [ Runs and embraces him] 
O! I have him! I have him ! and now they ſhall never 
us more— I have news, love, to make you happy 
ever —* But don't look coldly on me. 
* Char. How is it, brother ? . 
* Mrs. Bev.” Alas he hears us not—Speak to me, 
love. I have no heart to ſee you thus. 
Bev. Nor I to bear the ſenſe of ſo much ſhame 
This is a fad place! 
_ e S it. To tell 
you the wor well again. Provi has 
pay” ed ge; ſent the means to bHF 
Your uncle died yeſterday. | — 
at heart ! 
| Mrs, 


ory as well 
as body! for if the ſoul ſees and, feels the ſufferings 
of thoſe dear ones it leaves behind ing hase. 
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Mrs. Bev. Indeed! — I meant to bring you com- 


fort. 
Bev. Tell me he lives, then If you would bring 
me comfort, tell me he lives. 


K.. Mrs. Bev. And if 1 1 
„. + . „He died yelterday. 


| Ee 3 3 1 
; ar, To his whole eſtate, fir=But it patiently 
— Won 1 Foray bear it patiently. 

Las Bev. Well, well [pauſing] Why fame ſays I am 
* ? 


{ 


3% rs. Bev. And truly ſo Why do you look 
þ ſo wildly ? | 
SF Bev. Do I? The news was unexpected. But has he 
left me all ? 
Far. All, all, fir—w——He could not leave it 
from you. 


Bev. I am ſorry for it. 
© Char. S why-forrye? ce: Adv Na. . 
© Bev. 4 — uncle's dead, Charlotte. 
* Char. Perrebeaaritiine—foutrhen——+ fever 
een A nes fret, 
eee ich d not for his death. 
Þ} +4 4 2ave- © Twas the will of Providence that he ſhould die 
End Why are uy diſturb'd ſo? 
* om * * Bev. Has death no terrors in it? 
1 Mrs. Bev. Not an old man's death. Yet if it trou- 
| 5 - Am bdles you, I wiſh him living. 
} } dba Ho 1.7 Bev. And I, with all my heart. 
V if © Char, Why, what's the matter? 
}\ © Bev. Nothing How heard you of his death? 
. „Mrs. Bev, His ſteward came expreſs,. Would I 
f © had never known it! 
© Bev. Or had heard it one day ſooner. For I 
have à tale to tell, ſhall turn you into ſtone; or, if the 
power of ſpeech remain 
Mrs. Bev. Alas! what tale is this ?nd—why are 
weto-curieoyeuit—]'1! bleſs you for ever. 
ev. 


| 


y 


* 


happy! theſe hands ſhall toif for 
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Bev. No; I havedeſervgd no bleſſings. The world 


fortune, 
ve heal'd 


holds not ſuch another wretch. All this lar 
this ſecond bounty of Heaven, that might — 
our ſorrows, and ſatisfied our utmoſt hopes, 
heer I ſold laſt night. 

Char. Sold ! how ſold? 

Mrs. Bev. Impoſſible !—It cannot be! 

Bev. 
tempted me to the deed, To pay falſe debts of ho- 
nour, and to redeem paſt errors, I ſold the reverſion— 
Sold it for a ſcanty ſum, and loſt it among villains. 

Char. Why, farewel all, then. 

Bev. Liberty and life Come, kneel and curſe 
me. 

Mrs. Bev. Then hear me, Heaven! [ Knee/s] Look 
down with mercy on his ſorrows! give ſoftneſs to his 
looks, and quiet to his heart! take from his memory 


the ſenſe of what is paſt, and cure him of deſpair! On 


me! on me! if miſery muſt be 
tiply misfortunes! l'Il bear 


lot of either, mul- 
patiently, ſo he is 
his ſupport! theſe 
eyes be lifted up for hourly bleſſings on him! and 
every duty of a fond and faithful wife be doubly done 
to cheer and comfort him! So hear me! fo re- 
ward me ! Jos 

Bev. I would kneel too, but that offended Heaven 
would turn my prayers into curſes. © What have I 


to aſk for is it for length of days that I ſhould.; 

* kneel? no; my time is limited. Or is it for this g ., e 

© world's bleſſings upon you and youn to pour out my v. + 
2 


© heart in wiſhes for a ruin'd wife, a child, and fiſter? 
© O! no! for | have done a deed to make life horri- 
© ble to you 

© Mrs, Bev® Why horrible? is poverty ſo horrible? 
The real ts of life are few. A little induſtry 
will ſupply em all —And cheerfulneſs will follow— 
© It » — privilege of honeſt induſtry, and we'll enjoy 
© it fully. 

© Bev. Never, never—O, I have told you but in 
part.“ The irrevocable deed is done, 


+ fo.-4 © ff? ww wwe 27 
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Mrs. Bev. What deed 7— And why do you look 
ſo at me? 

© Bev. A deed that dooms my ſoul to vengeance—- 
That ſeals your miſery here, and mine hereafter. 

© Mrs. Bev. No, no; you have a heart too good. 
for t— Alas! he raves, Charlotte His looks too ter- 
* terrify me 8 comfort to him He can have done 
no deed of wickedneſs. 

© Char. And yet I fear the worſt—What is it, 
© brother ?? 

Bev. A deed of horror. 

Jar. Aſk him no queſtions, madam This laſt miſ- 
fortune has hurt his brain. A little time will give him 


patience. 
Enter Stukely. 
228 is this villain _ 2 
tu. To give you liberty and ſafety. ere, ma- 
dam, s his diſcharge [giving a paper to Mrs. Beverley]. 
Let him fly this moment. The arreſt laſt night was 
meant in friendſhip; but came too late. 
Char. What mean you, fir? 
Stu. The arreſt was too late, I fay; I would have 
kept his hands from blood, but was too late. f 
Mrs. Bev. His hands from blood !—Whoſe blood? 
— O wretch ! wretch! 
Stu. From Lewſon's blood. 
_ No, villian! yet what of Lew/on ? ſpeak 
ICK1Ys 
Sw. You are ignorant, then ! I thought I heard the 
murderer at confeſſion. 
Char. What murderer ?—And who is murdered 
2 


not Lew/on —ſay he lives, and Hitknectandworkrp 


Stu. In pity, ſo I would; bat that the tongues of 
all cry murder. I came in pity, not in malice ; to 
ſave the brother, not kill the ſiſter. Your Lew/or's dead. 

Char. O horrible !—“ Why, who bas kilPd him? 
© andyet it cannot be. What crime had he committed, 
that he ſhould die? Villain! he lives! he lives! 


* 
Mrs. 


— 
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« 1 ! k : 

Mrs. Bev. He comes in pity, he ſays! O exe- 2 2 
© crable villain ! the friend is kilPd then, and this the 
* murderer ?* 

Bev. Silence! I charge you ——— Proceed, fir. 

Stu. No. Juſtice may ſtop the tale—and here's an 
evidence. 


Bates. The news, I ſee, has reach'd you. But take 
comfort, madam. [Te Char. ] There's one without 
enquiring for you—Go to him, and loſe no time. 

har. O miſery ! miſery! [ Exit. 

Mrs. Bev. Follow her, Jarvis. If it be true that 
Lewſon's dead, her grief may kill her. 

Bates. Jarvis muſt ſtay here, madam. I have ſome 
queſtions for him. 

Stu. Rather let him fly. His evidence may cruſh 
his maſter. | 

Bev. Whyay ; this looks like management. 

Bates. He found you quarrelling with Lew/ox in the 
ſtreet laſt night. [To Rev. 

Mrs. Bev. No; I am ſure he did not. 
ar. Ort I didi 
rs. Bev. is falſe, old man=—— They had no 
quarrel; there was no cauſe for quarrel. 

Bev. Let him proceed, I fay—O! I am fick ! ſick! 


— — — — — — — 


— 


1 — 


— a chair. [ He fits down. 
; Mrs. Zev. You droop, and tremble, love Your eyes 

are fixt too— Yet you are innocent. If Lew/on's dead, 
you kill'd him not. 
„ Enter Dawfon. 

Stu. Who ſent for Dawſon ? 

F Bates. "Twas I— We have a witneſs too, you 
? little think of Without there! 
a Stu. What witneſs ? 
ö Bates. A ri he One. Look At him. 
ater Lewſon and Charlotte. 


228 0. ——ů — —jr⁰Iaù ——⅛ẽ —— — — —— 


Stu, Lewſen ! O villains ! villains! 
[Ta vans and Band. 
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* . 
Mrs. Bev. Ni — why, this is un- 
expected happineſs !? 


Jar. What riddle's this? 

Bev. Be quick and tell it—My minutes are but few. 
R — Bev. Alas! why ſo? you ſhall live long and 

appily. 

— While ſhame and puniſhment ſhall rack that 
viper [pointing to Stukely i The tale is ſhort — I was 
too buſy in his ſecrets, and therefore doom' d to die. 
Bates, to prevent the murder, undertook it—lI kept 
aloof to give it credit 

Char. And give me pangs unutterable. 

Lew. I felt Em all, and would have told you But 

wanted ripening. The villain's ſcheme. 
was but half executed. The arreſt by Daw/ox fol- 


his once wicked aſſociates, he comes to fix the guilt on 
Beverley. 
Mrs. Bev. O execrable wretch ! 
Bates. Dawſon and I are witneſſes of this. 

. And of a thouſand frauds. His fortune ruin'd 
by rs and falſe dice ; and Staley ſole contriver 
and po 


flor of all. 
Daw. Had he but ſtopt on this fide murder, we had 
been villains ftilL 
Mrs. Bev. Thus Heaven turns evil into good ; and 
by permitting fin, warns men to virtue. 
Lew. Yet puniſhes the inſtrument. So ſhall our 
laws; tho' not with death. But death were mercy. 
Shame, beggary and impriſonment, unpitied miſery, 
the ſtings of conſcience, andwthe-carferofmanking;,. 
ſhall make life hateful to im ———erterteftHrirornr 
-ranterdbim.——How does my friend? [To Bev. 

Bev. Why, well. Who's he that aſks me ? 

Mrs. Bev. Tis Lew/on, love Why do you look 
F [Wildy 
Bev. They told, he was m — 2 
Mrs* Beu. A7 bar be lives to ſave us. 


Bev. 


; 


$ 
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low'd the ſuppoſgd murder— And now, depending on 


RASHES . K 5 6 


ok 


tl 


| 
© deed ? Let do not anſwer me My fears e 
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Bev. Lend me your hand—The room turns round. 
Mrs. Bev. O Heaven ! 
Lew. This villain here diſturbs him. Remove him 
from his fight And for your lives ſee that you | 
t 


uard him. [Stukely is taken of by Dawſon and Bates. ] 
ow 1s it, fir? 
Bev. "Tis here——and here [pointing to his head 
and heart. — And now it tears me! : 
Mrs. Bev. You feel convulſ#d too———What is't 
diſturbs you ? 
© Lew. This ſudden turn of joy perhaps He 
© wants reſt too—Laſt night was dreadful to him. His 
© brain is giddy, 
© Char. Ay, never to be curfd—Why, brother !— + 
© O! I fear! I fear! . 
© Mrs. Bev. Preſerve him, Heaven! My love ! } 
my life ! look at me How his eyes flame! | 
Bev. 4 furnace rages in this heart.—* I have been | 
© too haſty. ee 71 
Mrs. Bev. Indeed! — O me! O me ker. 8 | 
Jarvis / fly, fly for help! your maſter dies elſe.— ; | 
© Weep not, but fly! [Ex. Jar. } What is this haſty 


* Bev. Call back the meſſenger——"Tis not in me- 
* dicine's younn to help me. | 


© have gueſs'd. | | 
© Mrs. Bev. Is it then ſo? | 
| 


* Bev.” Down, reſtleſs flames [laying his hand ö 
on his heart] + Arr! your , 
alla m —O ! for a pauſe from pain! Tack wma. — | 
© Mrs. — Help, Charlotte“ ſupport him, fir! f 
0 wipn. | This is a killing fight! | "FE 
4 er hat Pang was 22 has numb'd my er 2 
© ſenſes *—— Where's my wife Can you forgive EI 
me, love? SH an. 
Mrs. Bev. Alas! for what? Cool 
* Bev. [Starting again.] And there's another pang ! 4-= 
© —— Now all is quiet Will you forgive me? 
* Mrs. Bev. I will ——Tell me for what? „t. 
Bev. For meanly dying. . 


2. 


E bur a little 
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Mrs. Bev. No————do not fay it. 

Bev. As truly as my ſoul muſt anſwer it Had 
Jarvis ſtaid this morning, all had been well. Burt 
preſs'd by ſhame——pent in a priſon —— tormented 
with my pangs for Ig. driven to deſpair and mad- 
neſs—— I took the advantage of his abſence, corrupted 
the poor wretch he left to guard me, and — {wal- 
low'd poiſon. 

Mrs. Bev. O fatal deed ! 

(Sar. Dreadful and cruel ! 

Bev. Ay, moſt accurſed—— And now I go to my 
account. This reſt from pain brings death; yet tis 
Heaven's kindneſs to me. I wiſh'd for eaſe, a mo- 
© ment's eaſe, that cool repentance and contrition 
might ſoften vengeance.— Bend me, and let me 
kneel. [They lift him from his chair, and ſupport him 
on his knees.) I'll pray for you too. Thou Power that 
madd@ me, hear me; if for a life of frailty, and this 
too haſty deed of death, thy juſtice dooms me, here 
I acquit the ſentence. But if, enthronfd in mercy 
where thou ſit'ſt, thy pity has beheld me, ſend me a 
gleam of hope; that in theſe laſt and bitter momen 
my ſoul may taſte of comfort! and for theſe mourners 
here, O let their lives be peaceful, and their deaths 
happy | —— And ow dis rave ><, 


— ſave him! ſave him! e-let-me-dre-tor. | 
Bev. Alas! that prayer is fruitleſs. Already 
death has ſeizdd me—Yet Heaven is gracious— 


. I - - 


— Yr Lodo and 1 
b die. 
> Mrs. Bev. Nag yg t! Not yet! —— Stay 


0 to * CODY 

Bev. No; live, — We have a little 
one. Tho? I have left him, you will not leave him. 
To Lew/on's kindneſs I bequeath him—lIs * 


A 
De. Reftore him, Heaven ! Gretel forth 
F enddnmcikmſonrtryrve 


* 


. 
ä 
2 


SF eaogr<aoGnt 


4 


„cd 


Gas F 


THE GAMES TER. 69 


this Charlotte? We have livdd in love, tho? I have 
wrong'd you— Can you forgive me, Charlotte ? 

Char. Forgive you !-—-O my poor brother 

Bev. Lend me your hand, love. So—raiſe me 
* No—'twill not be—My life is finiſh'd,”—O for a 
few ſhort moments ! to tell you how my heart bleeds 
for you— That, even now, thug dying, as I am, dubious 
and fearful of hereafter, my boſom pang is for your 
miſeries. Support her, Heaven! And now I go 
O, mercy! mercy ! [ Dies. 

Lew. Then all is over——How is it, madam ? 
My poor Charlotte, too! 


& Enter Jarvis. 


© Jar. How does my maſter, madam? here's help 

at hand Am I too late, then? 
[* Seeing Beverley.” 

Char. Tears! tears! why fall you not? 
O wretched fifter !————Speak to her, Lew/on' — 
Her grief is ſpeechleſs. 

Lew. Remove her from this fight=——-Go to her, 
Jari Lead and ſupport her. Sorrow like hers , 
forbids complaint Words are for lighter griefs— . 4, — 
Some-minthering-angel brisg-berpeaee! [ Jar. and © K. 
© Char. lead her off.” ] And thou, poor breathleſs 4 © =» | 
corpſe, may thy departed ſoul have found the reſt it 
pray'd for ! ſave but one error, and this laſt fatal deed, & ; 
thy life was lovely. Let frailer minds take warning; 
and from example learn, that want of prudence is 
want of virtue. | | 


Follies, if uncontroul d, of every hind, 
Grow into faſſions, and ſubdue the mind; 
With ſenſe and reaſon hold ſaperior firife, 
And conquer honour, nature, fame, and life. 
| +Exeuut-Omacs. } 
I End dr . 
EPILOGUE. 
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I guilty of the ſamd unnat ral in; 
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ritten by a FRIEND. 


I, 


ON ev'ry Gameſter in th* Arabian zation, 

"Tis ſaid Mahomet denounc'd damnation : 
But, in return for wicked cards and dice, 
He gave them black-eyed girls in paradiſe. 
Should he thus pheach, good countrymen, too you, 
His converts wund, I fear, be mighty few. 
So much your id gat 
The brighteſt eyes i 
Should the moſt he bid you take her, * 
You'd rather hold two aces and a maker. 1 
By your example ouk poor ſex drawn in, 4 


LL 4-1-3422 : 


T he ſtudy now of c girl of parts, p 
Ts how to win your „ not your hearts. r 
OI in what ſweet, What raviſhing delights - 
Our beaux and belles together paſs their nights ! g 
By ardent perturbationstept awake, | - 
Each wiews with tenging eyes the other's rf ale. 


The ſmiles and graces are \from Britain flown, c : 


Our Cupid is an errant grown, 

ap. ory fits on CythereF's throxe. 

In all theſe things, tb may be blam'd 
Sure men, the wiſer men Hoh be aſham'd ! 
And tes a horrid ſcandal, I 4 


„ ie. a 4 aa. iv a 


enly pride, 
Hare play d looſe trices, or elſe the re much belied, 

Card: were at firſt for benefits defi 
Sent to amuſe, and not enſla ve, the nt 
From good to bad how eaſy the tranſit: 
For what was pleaſure once, is now þ 
Feir ladies, then, theſe wicked Gameſt 
Whoever weds one, is, you ſee, undone. 
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Books lately publiſhed. 


I, In One Volume ſmall Octavo, (containing near 300 pages, illuſtra- 
ted by two Roar Mays), price 38. 6d. half-bound, or 4% 
bound in Red Leather, like a Pocket Book, 


HE TRAVELLER's COMPANION; or, NEW ITINE- 
| RARY of ENGLAND and WALES, with Part» 
D, arranged in the Manner of Copper Plates; being an 
accurate and comprehenſive View of the Principal Roads in Great 
Britain, taken from actual Surveys, wherein every Object worthy of 
Notice is pointed out; to which are annexed, the Circuits of the 
Judges, the Ports from whence the Government Packets fail 
and a copious Index, where are particularized the Market Days 


each Town. 
By THOMAS PRIDE and PHILIP LUCKOMBE. 


As the title page ſufficiently diſplays the contents of the book, 
we ſhall only add, that ſuch roads as we recolle& ſeem accurately 
deſcribed : —whence it is natural to form a favourable concluſion 
with reſpect to the whole. Monthly Review, Aug. 1789. 

This Traveller's Companion appears to be well adapted to its ti - 
tle, which is not the caſe with all works of this kind. It not 
only points out every place on the road, but furniſhes copious infor- 
mation of each object within a conſiderable diſtance on each fide ; 
a circumftance in which other books on the ſubjeR are extremely 
deficient. The attention paid to this work, and the accuracy of 
its materials, will ia all probability meet with the encouragement 
of the Public. European Mag, June 1789, 

See alſo the General Magazine, May—and other Reviews, 


II. In one Volume Quarto, price 6s. in Boards the common, and 
95. the fine paper copies; or with the Introduction ſewed, and 
the tables paſted on Canvas, with Rollers, price 153. the com 
mon, and 188. the finer ſort, 

OLITICAL GEOGRAPHY, in a Set of Statiſtical Tables of 

the principal Empires, Kingdoms, and States in EUROPE; 

exhibiting at one view the grand diviſionsof each country; the 
pulation anc rate thereof per ſquiue mile; the population of capital 
towns; the armed force, naval and military; the financial ſtate in 

Revenue, Military Charges, General Expenditure, and Public Debt 

the Political Conftitution, including the form of Government 

adminiſtration of Juſtice ; ſtate of Religion, Literature, Agriculture, 

Com erce, and Celonies, with Obſervations reſpecting the rin- 

cipal Events in the Hiſtory of each Country. The who'e ſo diipoſed 

as immediately to ftrike the eye and engage the attention. To 
which is prefixed an introduction; containing, be ſides other arti- 
cles of uſeful ſnformation, an account of ſuch Coins, both real and 
imaginary, as are curient in Europe, with ſhort rules tor reducing 
them to fterling ; allo the Rates of Intereſt, Uſance, and days of 
Grace cuſtomary in each State, &c. | REY 


Books lately publiſhed. 


The tables are divided into icular columns, inſcribed, Po- 
pulation, Armed Force, State of Finances, Political Conflitution, &c. 
fGimilar to thoſe little general tables which ſtand at the beginning of 
each chapter in moſt of the geographical books. 

The plan is doubtleſs a good one, as, by inſpection, the infor · 
mation wanted, may be ſpeedily obtained : hung on rollers, the 
four tables will form a very uſeful part of the furniture of a library 
they contain the accounts of Great Britain, Ireland, France. Spain, 
Germany, Anſtria, Pruſſia, Palatinate of the Rhine, and EleBorate 
of Bavaria, Eleforate of Saxony, of Hanover, Holland, Ruſſia, Den- 
mark and Norway, Sweden, Fortugal, the Two Sicilies, Sardinia, 
the Pope s State, the Republic of Venice, Poland and Lithnania, and 
the Turkiſh Empire. Monthly Review, Aug. 1789. 


UI. In One Volume Octavo, price 4s. in Boards, or gs. Bound, 
illuſtrated by a NEW Mar of the StLavz CoasT, comprehend- 
ed between the River Volta and Benin, with Cape Lagos, 

EMOIRS of the Rzicnx of BOSSA AHADEE, KING or 

DAHOMY, an Inland Country of Guinea; to which are 
added, the Author's Tour to Anomzy, the Capital; and a Short 

Account of the African Slave Trade, 

By ROBERT NORRIS. 

The ſhort account of the African Slave Trade annexed, is a ſen- 
fible, judicious, and candid repreſentation, in anſwer to thoſe who 
have been ſo vehement in oppoſition to, and ſo active for the ſup- 
dreffion of, that Trade, On the whole, the work certainly affords 
much information concerning African Manners and Cuſtoms. 

Monthly Review, April 1789. 

IV. In r2mo. price 18. 6d. ſewed,or 28. half bound embelliſhed by a 
new Mar ef the CAPITAL coloured, a Pran of the Royaz 
ExCRHANGE, and View of the Adelphi, 


HE LONDON COMPANION, or C1T1zzN and STzAn- 

GEr's Gurs through the Mz TOOL 18 and its Environs ; 

being a Lift of the various Streets, Lanes, Squares, Courts, Alleys, 

and Paſſages, with the moſt remarkable public Buildings, Offices, 

Places, &c. ranged Alphabetically. To which are added, the 

principal Hackney Coach Fares, an Admeaſurement of the Streets, 
and the Rates of Watermen. 


V. In ſmall vo. price 28. ſewed, or 18. 6d. half - bound, 


HE LONDON DIRECTORY, containing an alphabetical 
F arrangement of the Names and Refidencies of the Merchants, 
anufacturers, and Principal Traders, in the Metropolis and its 
Environs z together with Liſts of the Lord Mayor and Aldermen, 
Commiſſioners of Cuſtoms, Exciſe, and Stamps, Directors of the 
t trading Companies, Aſſurance and Fire Offices, alſo the Firms 


of the different Banking-houſes, and a particular Account of the 
public Funds, 
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